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INTRODUCTION. 

[k MS. note in one of the former editions says: 
" This is a most splendid work. The character of Ven- 
,llce surpasses anything else of the khd. The power 
with which it is conceived and conducted is appalling. 
The quaint way that accompanies it adds to its fearful 
t-fleet. The whole is perfectly tremendous."] 
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JUN. So, sir. 
2D JlYD(;E. And which was worse, 
Committed on the Lord Antonio's wife, 
That general honest lady. Confess, my lord, 
What mov'd you to't  
JUN. V(hy, flesh and blood, my lord; 
What should move men unto a woman else ? 
Lus. 0, do not jest thy doom ! trust not an axe 
Or sword too far : the law is a wise serpent, 
And quickly can beguile thee of thy life. 
Though marriage only has made thee my brother, 
I love thee so far, play not with thy death. 
JUN. I thank you, troth ; good admonitions, faith, 
If I'd the grace nov to make use of them. 
lST JUDGE. That lady's name has spread such 
a fair wing 
Over all Italy, that if our tongues 
Were sparing toward the fact, judoznent itself 
Would be condemn'd, and suffer in men's thoughts. 
JUN. Well then, 'tis done ; and it would pleas 
me well, 
Were it to do again : sure, she's a goddess, 
For I'd no power to see her, and to live. 
It falls out true in this, for I must die ; 
Her beauty was ordain'd to be my scaffold. 
And yet, methinks, I might be easier 'sess'd : 
My fault being sport, let me but die in jest. 
lST JUDGE. This be the sentence. 
DUCH. 0, keep't upon your tonoe ; let it not slip ; 
Death too soon steals out of a lawyer's lip. 
Be not so cruel-wise ! 
l ST JtrDGE. Your grace must pardon us ; 
'Tis but the justice of the law. 
DUCH. The law 
Is grown more subtle than a woman should be. 
SPU. low, now he dies ! rid 'era away. [Aside. 
Db'CH. 0, what it is to have an old cool duke, 
To be as slack in tongue as in performance ! [Aside. 
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VEN. 0 Dutch lust! fulsome lust ! 
Drunken procreation! which begets so many 
drunkards : 
Some fathers dread not (gone to bed in wine)to 
slide from the mother, 
And cling the daughter-in-law ;  
Some uncles are adulterous with their nieces : 
];rothers with brothers' wives. 0 hour of incest ! 
Any kin now, next to the rim o' th' sister,  
:is man's meat in these days ; and in the morning, 
When they are up and dress'd, and their mask on, 
Who can perceive this, save that eternal eye, 
That sees through flesh and all ? Well, if anything 
be damn'd, 
It will be twelve o'clock at night ; that twelve 
Will never 'scape; 
:It is the Judas of the hours, wherein 
Honest salvation is betray'd to sin. 
Lvs. In troth, it is true ; but let this talk glide. 
:It is our blood to err, though hell gape wide) 
Ladies know Lucifer fell, yet still are proud. 
Now, sir, wert thou as secret as thou'rt subtl% 
And deeply fathom'd into all estates, 
:I would emhrace thee for a near employment ; 
And thou shouldst swell in money, and be able 
To make lame beggars crouch to thee. 
VN. hly lord. 
Secret ! :I ne'er had that disease o' th' mother, 
I praise my father : why are men made close, 
But to keep thought. in best ? I gTant you this, 
Tell but some women a secret over night, 

 i.e., compress, embrace her. See ]Ir Steevens's note on 
" [acbeth," act v. sc. 5. 
: That is, no degree of relationship is sufficient to restrain 
lhe appetite of lust, scarce that of sister; they even approach 
to the rim or rerge of what is the most prohibited. 
a The quarto reads, lode. 
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Her honour, which she calls her chastity, 
And bring it into expense ; for honesty 
Is like a stock of money laid to sleep 
Which, ne'er so little broke, does never keep. 
VEN. You have gi'n 't the tang, i' faith, my lord : 
Make known the lady to me, anti my brain 
Shall swell with strange invention : I will move it, 
Till I expire with speaking, and drop down 
Without a word to save me--but I'll work 
Ltrs. We thank thee, and will raise thee 
Receive her name; it is the only daughter t,, 
5Iadam Gratiana, the late widow. 
VEN. O my sister, my sister ! [Aside. 
Lvs. Why dost walk aside 
VE. My lord, I was thinking how I might 
begin : 
As thus, O lady--or twenty hundred devices 
Her very bodkin will put a man in. 
Lus. Ay, or the wagging of her hair. 
VN. No, that shall put you in, my lot,1. 
Lus. Shall'ti why, content. Dost know the 
daughter, then 
VEN. O, excellent well by sight. 
Lus. That was her brother, 
That did prefer thee to us. 
VE.. My lord, I think so ; 
I knew I had seen him somewhere 
Lus. And therefore, prythee, let thy heart to hiln 
Be (as a vir.dn) close. 
VEN. O my good lord. 
Lus. We may laugh at that simple age within 
him. 
VEX. tla, ha, 
Lvs. Himself being made the subtle instrument, 
To wind up a good fellow. 
VE.. That's I, nay lord. 
Lvs. That's thou, 
To entice and work his sister. 
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VEN. A pure novice ! 
Lvs. 'Twas finely manag'd. 
VEN. Gallantly carried : 
A pretty perfum'd villain ! 
Ltrs. I've bethought me, 
If she prove chaste still mid immovable. 
Venture upon the mother; and with gifts, 
As I will furnish thee, begin wth her. 
YEN. O, fie, fie ! that's the wrong end, my lord. 
'Tis mere impossible that a mother, by any gifts, 
should become a bawd to her own daughter! 
Lus. Nay, then, I see thou'rt but a puisne 
]n the subtle mystery of a woman. 
Why, 'tis hehl now no dainty dish : the name 
Is so in league with age, that nowadays 
It does eclipse three quarters of a mother. 
YEN. Does it so, my lord ? 
Let me alone, then, to eclipse the fourth. 
Lus. Why, well-said--come, I'll furnish thee; 
but first 
Swear to be true in all. 
VEN. True ! 
Lus. Nay, but swea: 
VEN. Swear ?I hope your honour little doubts 
my faith. 
Lus. Yet, for my humour's sake, 'cause I love 
swearing-- 
VEN. 'Cause you love swearing, 'slud, I will. 
Lvs. Why, enough! 
Ere long look to be mde of better stuff. 
VEN. That will do well indeed, my lord. 
Lus. Attend me. [Exit. 
VEN. O! 
Now let me burst. I've eaten noble poison ; 
We are made strange fellows, brother, innocent 
villains ! 
Wilt not be angry, when thou hear'st on't, think'st 
thou  
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Enter LUSURIOSO, witl, tIIPPOL]TO. 

Lvs. I much applaud 
Thyjudgment ; thou art well-read in thy fellows,  
And 'tis the deepest art to study man. 
I know this, which I never learnt in schools, 
The world's divided into knaves and fools. 
Hn,. Knave in your face--my lord behind your 
back. [Asble. 
Lus. And I much thank thee, that thou hast 
preferr'd 
A fellow of discourse, well-mingled, 
And whose brain time hath season'd. 
HiP. True, my lord, 
We shall find season once, I hope. O villain! 
To make such an unnatural slave of me--but 
[Aside. 
Lus. Mass, here he comes. 
HiP. And now shall I have free leave to depart. 
[As/de. 
LUs. Your absence, leave us. 
tIIP. Are not my thoughts true 7 [Aside. 
I must remove ; but, brother, you may stay. 
Heart ! we are both made bawds a new-found way ! 
Eter ENDICE. 

Lus. Iow we're an even number, a third man's 
dangerous, 
Especially her brother ;--say, be free, 
tiave I a pleasure toward 
VE'. O my lord ! 
Lus. Ravish me in thine answer; art thou 
rare  
Ha.st thou beguil'd her of salvation, 
And rubb'd hell o'er with honey ? Is she a woman  

[Old copy, a fellow.] 
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VE.. In all but in desire. 
Lids. Then she's in nothingwI bate 1 in courage 
now. 
VE.X. The words I brought 
Might well have nade indifferent honest naught. 
A right good woman in these days is ehang'd 
Into white money with less 1,bour far : 
M,ny a maid has turn'd to Mahomet 
With easier working : I durst undertake, 
Upon the p:wn and forfeit of my life, 
With half those words to flat a Purit,n's wife. 
But she is close and good ;yet 'tis a doubt 
By this time. O, the mother, the mother ! 
Lt's. I never thought their sex had been a 
wonder, 
Until this minute. What fruit from the mother ? 
VE.'. Sow must I blister my soul, be forsworn, 
Or shame the woman that receiv'd me first. 
I will be true : thou liv'st not to proclaim. 
Spoke to a dying man, shame has no shame. 
[Aside. 
My lord. 
Lus. Who's that ? 
VEX. H,re's none but I, my lord. 
Lus. What should thy haste utter ? 
VEX. Comfort. 
Lus. Welcome. 
VEx. The maid being dull, having no mind to 
travel 
Into unknown lands, what did_ I .ostraight, 
But set spurs to the mother ; golden spurs 
Will put her to a false gallop in a trice. 
Lids. Is't possible that in this 
The mother should be damn'd before the daughter  

x I decline, or lessen in courage. So Falstaff says : " Do 
I not bate ? Do I not dwindle ?" &c. 
"- [Edits., did me I.] 
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VE.'. O, that's good manners, my lord ; the 
mother for her age must go foremost, you know. 
Lvs. Thofst spoke that true! but where 
comes in this comforg  
VEn, In a fine place, ny lord,the unnatural 
mother 
Did th her tongue so hard beset her honour, 
That the poor f,ol was struck to silent wonder 
Yet still the maid, like an unlighted taper, 
Ws cold and chasge, save that her motheffs breath 
Did blo  fire on her cheeks. The girl departed ; 
But the good ancient madam, half mad, threw me 
These promising words, which I took deeply note of : 
My lord shall be most welcome 
Lvs. Faith, I thank her. 
VEN. When his pleasure conducts him this 
Lvs. That shall he soon, i' faith. 
VE. I will sway mine own 
Lvs. She does the wiser : I conmend her for't. 
VEN. Women with women can work best alon.. 
Lvs. By this Hght, and so they can; give 'era 
their due, men are not comparable to 'era. 
VES. No, that's true ; for you shall have 
woman knit more in m ho, th any man can 
ravel again in seven-and-gwenty years. 
Lvs. Now my desires are happy ; I'll make 
freemen now. 
Thou a a precious fllow ; faith, I love thee ; 
Be wise and make it thy revenue ; beg, beg ; 
What office couldst thou be ambitious for  
VE. Office, my lord! marry, if I might have 
my wish, I would have one that was never begged 
yet. 
Lus. Nay, then, thou canst have none. 
VE. Yes, my lord, I could pick out another 
office yet; nay, and keep a horse and drab upon't. 
Lus. Prythee, good bluntness, 11 me. 
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Wildfire at midnight. In this heedless fury 
He may show violence to cross himself. 
I'll f,,llow the event. 

Re-enter LusuRIoso and YENDICE. 

Los. Where is that villain ? 
VEN. Softly, my lord, and you may take 'em 
twisted. 
Lus. I care not how. 
VE.x'. 0 ! 'twill he glorious 
To "kill 'era doubled, when they're heap'd. :Be soft, 
my lord. 
L's. Away! my spleen is not so lazy: thus 
and thus 
I'll shake their eyelids ope, and with nay sword 
Shut 'era again for ever. Villain ! strumpet ! 
Dt-KE. You upper guard, defend us ! 
DUCH. Treason ! trea.on ! 
DUKE. O, take me not in sleep! 
I have great sins ; I must have days, 
Nay, months, dear son, with penitential heaves 
To lift 'em out, and not to die unclear. 
O, thou wilt kill me both in heaven and here. 
I,us. I am amaz'd to death. 
DraKE. _Nay, villain, traitor, 
Worse than the foulest epithet ; now I'll gripe 
thee 
E'en with the nerves of wrath, and throw thy head 
Amongst the loyal  guard. 

.Enter 'OBLES and [Duchess's] Sons. 
lsr SOLE. How comes the quiet of your grace 
disturb'd ? 

 [Edite., laujer's.] 
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Deferr'd me till next sitting; and I look, 
E'en every minute, threescore times an hour, 
For a release, a trick wrought by my brothers. 
lST OrrICEn. A trick, my lord ! if you expect 
such comfort, 
Your hope's as fruitless as a barren woman : 
Your brothers were the unhappy messengers, 
That brought this powerful token for your death. 
Jt'x. My brothers I no, no. 
2D OrTICErt. 'Tis most true, my lord. 
J:x. My brothers to bring a warrant for m s 
death ! 
How strange this shows ! 
3D OrTICFJ',. There's no delaying time. 
Jt'x. Desire 'era hither: call 'era up--my bro- 
them ! 
They shall deny it to your faces. 
I sr Ormcrm,. My lord, 
They're far enough by this ; at least at court ; 
And tiffs most strict command they left behind 
When gxief swam in their eyes, they show'd like 
brothers, 
Brimful of heart sorrobut the duke 
3lu.t have his pleasure. 
Ju. His pleasure ! 
lsr OrTICFa. These were the last words, which 
my memory bears, 
('ornmend us to tle scaflbld in our tears. 
Jt'.x. Pox dry their tears! what should I do 
with team ] 
I hate 'em worse than any citizen's son 
Can hate salt water. Here came a letter now, 
_New-bleeding from their pens, scarce stinted  yet: 
Would I'd been torn in pieces when I tore it : 

 Stopped. See several instances of the use of this wor0I 
in Mr teevex' note on "l,otaeo and Juliet," act i. se. 3. 
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YEN. Your tongue  'twill teach you to kiss 
closer, 
_N'ot like a slobbering Dutchman. You have eyes 
still : 
Look, monster, what a lady hast thou made me : 
[ yDiscovers himself. 
My once betrothed wife. 
DUKE. Is it thou, villain ? nay, then 
VEX. 'Tis I, 'tis Vendice, 'tis I. 
HIP. And let this comfort thee: our lord and 
father 
Fell sick upon the infection of thy t'rowns, 
.Mad died in sadness : be that thy hope of life. 
DUKE. O ! 
YEX. He had his tongue, yet ief made hint 
die speechless. 
Puh ! 'tis but early yet ; now I'll begin 
To stick thy soul with ulcers. I will make 
Thy Sl,irit grievous sore ; it shall not rest, 
But like some pestilent man toss in thy breast. 
.Mark me, duke : 
Thou'rt a renowned, high and mighty cuckohl. 
DUKE. O ! 
VEx. Thy bastard--thy bastard rides a-hunting 
in thy brow. 
Dt"KE. Mi_llions of deaths ! 
VE.. Iay, to afflict thee more, 
Here in tlfis lodge they meet for damned clips. 1 
Those eyes shall see the incest of their lips. 
DUKE. Is there a hell besides this, villains  
VE.. Yillain ! 
.'ay, heaven is just ; scorns are the hires of scorns : 
I ne'er knew yet adulterer without horns. 
HP. Once, ere they die, 'tis quitted. 
VEN. Hark ! the music : 
Their banquet is prepar'd, they're comings-- 

See note at p. 3& . 
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To say the duke, my father, has a humour, 
(}r such a toy about him ; what in us 
Would appear light, in him seems virtuous. 
3D NOBLE. 'Tis oracle, my lord. [Exeunt. 

lz'nter VENDICE and HIPPOLITO. VENDICE out of 
his disguise. 
HIP. So, so, ali's as it should be, y' are yourself. 
Vv.x. How that great villain puts me to my 
shifts ! 
HI'. He that did lately in disguise reject thee, 
Shall, now thou ar thyself, as much respect thee. 
VEX. 'Twill be the quainter fallacy. ]3ut, 
brother, 
'Sfoot., what use will he put me to now, think'st 
thou ? 
HI'. 'ay, you must pardon me in that: I 
 "know not. 
H' has some employment for you : but what 'tis, 
He aml his secretary (the devil) know best. 
Vx. Well, I must suit my tongue to his desires, 
What colour soe'er they be ; hoping at last 
To pile up all my wishes on his breast. 
HIP. Faith, brother, he himself shows the way. 
VE.. h'ow the duke is dead, the realm is clad 
in clay. 
His death being no yet known, under his name 
The people still are govern'd. Well, thou his son 
Art not long-liv'd : thou shalt not joy his death ; 
To kill thee, then, I should most honour thee ; 
For 'twould stand firm in every man's belief, 
Thou'st a kind child, and only died'st with grief. 
Hn . You fetch about well ; but let's talk in 
present. 
ttow will you appear in fashion different, 
.ks well as in apparel, to make all things possible ? 
If you be but once tripp'd, we fall for ever. 
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Lt's. In rage push'd him from me, 
Trampled beneath his throat, spurn'd him, and 
bruis'd : 
Indeed I was too truel, to say troth. 
HIP. Most nobly manag'd ! 
V.x. Has not heaven an ear  is all the light- 
ning wasted ? [Aside. 
Lus. If I now were so impatient in a modest 
cause, 
What should you be ? 
VEX. Full mad : he shall not live 
To see the moon change. 
Lvs. He's about the palace ; 
Hippolito, entice him this way, that thy brother 
May take full mark of him. 
HIP. Heart ! that shall not need, my lord : 
I can direct him so far. 
Lus. Yet for my hate's sake, 
Go, wind him this way. l'll see him bleed myself. 
HIP. What now, brother ? [Aside. 
VEN. Nay, e'en what you will--y' are put to't, 
brother. [Aside. 
HIP. An impossible task, I'll swear, 
To bring him hither, that's already here. [A si, le. 
[Exit HIPPOLITo. 
Ltls. Thy name  I have forgot it. 
VEN. Vendice, my lord. 
Lus. 'Tis a good name that. 
VEN. Ay, a revenger. [Adde. 
Lvs. It does betoken courage ; thou shouIdst be 
valiant, 
And kill thine enemies. 
VEN. That's my hope, my lord. 
Lus. Tiffs slave is one. 
VEN. I'll doom lfin 
Lus. Then I'll praise thee. 
Do thou observe me best, and I'll best raise 
thee. 
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Of sepulchres and mighty emperors' hones ; 
That's thought for me. 
VEN. So one may see by this 
How foreign markets go ; 
Courtiers have feet o' th' nines, and tongues o" th' 
twelves ; 
They flatter dukes, and dukes flatter themselves. 
[. '.1 
NOBLE. My lord, it is )'our shine must comfort us. 
Lus. Alas! I shine in tears, like the sun in 
April. 
NOBLE. You're now my lord's grace. 
Lus. My lord's grace ! I perceive you'll have i 
SO. 
.NOBLE. 'Tis but your own. 
Lus. Then, heavens, give me grace to be so ! 
VEN. He prays well for himself. [Aside. 
NOBLF.. Madam, all sorrows 
Must run their circles into. joys. No doubt but 
time 
Vill make the murderer bring forth himself. 
VEX. He were an ass then, i' faith. [.4shle. 
OBLE. In the mean season, 
Let us bethink the latest funeral honours 
Due to the duke's cold body. And withal, 
Calling to memory our new happiness 
Speed  in his royal son : lords, gentlemen, 
Prepare for revels. 
VEN. Re-els. [Aside.] 
NOBLE. Time hath several falls. 
Griefs lift up joys : feasts put down funerals. 
Lus. Come then, my lords, my favour's to you all. 
The duchess is suspected foully bent ; 
I'll be,dn dukedom with her banishment. 
[Exent :DUKE, OBLES, anal DUCHESS. 
HIP. ReveIs ! 

[Edits., sIread. ] 
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Au,1 boldly bid me enter : all your meu of war, 
Feebled with famine and a weary siege, 
Take danger from mine actions :. only yonrself, 
Strong in your will, oppose even destiny, 
And like the giants' war offend the heavens. 
Which to prevent, do but descend and give 
Peace to my love-suit, and as o'ercome thereby 
I'll yield myself your prisoner, and be drawn 
A thrall in your triumphant victory. 
If otherwise, behold these fatal swords 
Shall ne'er be sheath'd till we be conqerors : 
And, not respecting innocence nor sex, 
The cries of infants, nor the prayers of age, 
All things shall perish, till within my arms 
I fold yourself, my thrall and conqueror 
QUEE. Thou may'st be master of my body's 
tomb ; 
]ut for my soul and mind they are as free 
As their creation, and with angel's wings 
Can soar beyond thy reach: trust me, King of 
Cyprus, 
Those coals the Roman Portia did devour 
Are not burnt out, nor have th' Egyptian worms  
et lost their stings ; steel hohls his temper still, 
And these are ransoms from captivity. 
But art thou noble ? hast thou one royal thought . 
Cv'. Approve me by your question. 
tUEEN. Then briefly thus : 
To shun the great effusion of their bloods, 
Who feel no touch in mine affections, 
Dare you to single combat, two to two, 
Refer your right in love  

a Dr Johnson observes that worm is the Teutonic word 
for serpent; and Dr Percy, that in the northern counties 
the ame word is still used in that sense. See their several 
notes, and also 3Iv Tollet's to "Antony and Cleopatra," act. 
v. sc. 2. 
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Which do enchant men's fancies, and stir up 
The life-blood of dull earth--O, then methinks 
Fair Mariana hath an equal place, 
And ff not outshine, shows  more beautiful. 
CYP. lIore than nay queen l 
PHIL. More in the gloss of beauty ; less in 
worth, 
In wisdom and great thoughts: the one I find 
Was made for wonder, the other for admire. 
CYP. Thine equal praises make my fancies rich : 
And I am pleas'd with thy comparisons; 
Things of hke nature live in best content, 
Beauty with subjects, majesty with kings. 
Then let those two ideas lively move 
Spirit beyond all spirit in our breasts, 
That in the end of our great victory 
We may attain both love and majesty. 
PHIL. Although my first creation and nay birth, 
My thoughts and other tempers of my soul, 
Took all their noble beings from the sword, 
And made me only for the use of wars ; 
Yet in this combat, something (methinks) appears, 
Greater than the greatest glory, and doth raise 
My mind beyond herself: 
'Sfoot, methinks Cesar's Pharsalia, 
Nor Scipio's Carthage, nor Emilius' acts, 
Were worthy chairs of triumph : they o'er men's 
Poor mangled bodies, and fire-wasted climes, 
Made their triumphant passage ; but we two 
Must conquer thoughts and love more than the 
gods can do. 
CYP. True, and therein 
Consists the glorious garland of our praise-- 
But we neglect th' affairs of preparation. 
Florio, be it your charge 
To see th' erection of the squared lists, 

[Former edits., it shows.] 
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rebato,  the French fall,-* the loose-bodied gown," 
the pin in the hair; no clawing the pate, then 
picking the teeth, and every day change ; when we 
poor souls must come and go for every man's 
pleasure: and what's a lady more thau another 
body ? we have legs and hands, and rolling eyes. 
hanging lips, sleek brows, cherry cheeks, and 
other things as ladies have--but the fashion carries 
it away. 

E,tter .L[istress COLLAQUINTIDA. 

COL. Why how now, 3Iistress Prate ? i' th' old 
disease stilll will it never be better l cannot a 
wonmn find one kind man amongst twenty ? O 
the days that I have seen, when the law of a 
woman's wit could have put her husband's purse 
to execution ! 
LOL. O 3li.tress Collaquintida, mine is event 
the unnaturallest man to his wife-- 
COL. Faith, for the most part, all scholars are 
so, for they take so upon them to know all things, 
that indeed they know nothing; and besides, 
they are with study and ease grown so unwieldy, 
that a woman shall ne'er want a sore stomach 
that's troubled with them. 
LOL. And yet they must have the government 
of all. 
COL. True, and great reason they have for it: 
1,ut a wise man will put it in a woman's hand: 
what ! she'll save what he spends. 
LOL. $'ou have a pretty ruff, how deep is it ? 
COL..Nay this is but shallow; marry, I have a 
ruff is a quarter deep, measured by the yard ? 

I An ornament for the neck, a collar-band, or kind of 
ruff. Ft. Rabat. 
- [Allusively to the enormously high headdress worn by 
ladies.] 
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Thy virtue is the ground of my dislike ; 
And my disgrace, the edge of en,7's sword, 
Which like a razor shall unplume thy crest., 
And rob thee of thy native excellence. 
When great thoughts give their homage to disgrace, 
There's no respect of deeds, time, thoughts, or 
place. 

ACTUS II., SC,ENA 1. 

Enter IRATE, LOLLIA, COLLAQUINTIDA, and 
PRECEDENT. 

PRATE. Come, wife, methought our party stood 
stifly to it. 
PRE. Indeed they were stiff, whilst they stood : 
lint when they were down, they were like men of 
a low world. A man might have wound their 
worst anger about his finger. 
LOL. Go to, sirrah, you must have your fool's 
bolt in everybody's quiver. 
PRE. Indeed, mistress, if my master shouhl 
break his arrow with ibul shooting or so, I would 
be glad if mine might supply the hole.  
PRATE. I find you kind, sir. 
PRE. True, sir, according to my kind, and to 
pleasure my kind mistress. 
PRATE. GO to, sirrah, I will not have your kin[l- 
hess to intermeddle with her -kind ; she is meat 
for your master. 
Pr, E. And your man, sir, may lick your foul 
trencher. 
COL. Ay, but not eat of his mutton. 
PRE. Yet I may dip my bread in the wool. 
Mistress Collaquintida. 

 [Edit, whole.] 
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ALPH. $*OU may not ; business of greater weight 
Imports both him and us : nay, pray you cease ; 
As for your suit, 'tis with the orator. 
[ECIL Yet, methinks, 'twere meet-- 
ALPH. That you would rather trouble him than 
me. 
IECH. It's strange. 
ALPH. It's strange, indeed, to see you wrong 
)'our ease. 
I am not now for idle conferences. Adieu. 
[Exit ALVFIONSO. 
MEt'H. Why this is court-gTace x to men in 
misery, 
And thus these tail-less lions with their roar 
Affright the simple herd : O, I cou],l now 
Turn rebel 'gainst their pride. 

Enter EPIRE. 

But here comes the duke : 
My gracious lord, vouchsafe to hear my griefs. 
EPmE. For God's love, cease your trouble, we 
are all 
Troubled with gTiefs of stranger qualities. 
3IEcn. Words are no heary burthen. 
EPE. xNo, had I no ogher weight ; 
13u we are all press'd down wih other poise : 
As for your suit, ig is referr'd to Prate : 
And he mus give you fair despatch with favour ; 
Which if he slight for envy or for bribe, 
epair to rae, and I will not forget 
To give you ease, and chide his negligence ; 
5Iean space, I pray you leave me, for we all 
Are troubled now with greatest miracles.'-' 

[A play on the double meaning of the word.] 
[The speaker refers, as we shall presently see, to the 
newly-feigned dumbness of Philoeles.] 
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Brought him in wondrous credit, and preferments 
Came tumbling in : O, such a sudden rise 
Hath Fortune for her minions! blame him not 
then, 
Though he look high on't. 
MECH. Kay, for his pride, of weaker souls 
term'd state, 
It hurts none but himself. 
I)AP. Yet to my seeming it is very strange, 
That from so base ,eginning men can }reathe 
Such soaring fames. 
]MECH. Strange ! it's not strange a whit, 
Dunghills and marish bogs dart store of vapours 
And viscous exhalations against heaven, 
Which borrowing lustre there (though basely bred) 
Seem yet like glorious planets, fairest stars, 
To the weak eyes of wond'ring ignorance, 
When wise men know they are but meteors. 
But here comes the orator. 

Eater PRATE. 
PRATE. What, Precedent, I say ! 
Come and attend me to the senate-house. 
PIE. I am ready, sir; if you have copia ver- 
borum, I have copia return in a }mckram hag here. 
PRT. Your lordship's pleasure  
MEC4. lIaster orator, 'tis not unknown--my 
suit-- 
PRATE. hay, your lordship must be brief, I'll 
not attend 
The shallow sleight of words--your suit, your 
suit. 
MECh. The restoration of my lands and honoura. 
:PRATE. They are confiscate. 
lIcn. My lands confiscate, and my body free  
PATF My lord, my lord, the queen's more 
merciful. 
VOL. X. L 
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CoL Fast locked in her bed, with a close ward 
to devour thee, my brave Paraquito : but hush! 
no words : there is a calm before the tempest. 
ALPH. Tut, tell me of no stonns ; hut direct 
me to her bed-chamber, my noble firelock of a 
flesh pistol. 
COL. Follow thy colours, my brave worthy, 
mount up thy standard: so enter and prosper. 
[,he puts ALPHONSO into tfe orator's lmuse. 
Thou hast a rich room, safe locks, sweet sheets, a 
choice armful, with, O, the rare, rare thought of 
imagination. 
hIE'm What's this, what's this ? Doth this 
Lord Alphonso turn the orator to an antelope ? 
'Tis more than excellent, 
And from the juice of tlfis despite 1 suck 
Delight more great than all my miseries. 
Observe, dear eyes, observe. [Aide.] 
COL. Nay, go thy way f,r a camel or a came- 
]ion ; thou mayest compare with all Europe, Afric, 
and Asia; and one that will change tricks, though 
thou weft worthy to be schoolmaster either to 
Proteus or Aretine : what an excellent gift did 
God give unto man when he gave him woman; 
but how much more when that woman was made 
fair! But O, the nmst of all when she had wit to 
use every member of her creation. Well, I'll 
stand to't, there's nothing but beauty, use, and old 
age that puts women of my rank out of request ; 
and yet like old bucklers, though few of your 
gallant cavaliers will wear us, yet many of your 
stale ruffians will empl,,y us, and that's our com- 
fort still. 
]IEcn. Was ever heard a bawd more damnable ! 

 A parroquet, or small sort of parrot. See Altieri's 
"Italian Dictionary," in the English part. She gives him 
this name on account of hi prating.Pegge. 
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No soul of sense would wrong bright nmjesty, 
Nor stain their blood with such impurity. 
CYP. Nay, good lord, leave this allegorie speech, 
And give me knowledge from a plainer phrase. 
EPmE. Then plainly thus : your bed is press'd 
with lust, 
I know you do not credit--nay, what's more, 
I know you hate me for my virtuousness : 
Your queen behaves her like a courtesan : 
I know you hold me for a vile impostor ! 
0 foolish zeal, that makes me be so fond 
To leave my faith unto black censuring. 
O, she hath sinn'd, and done a double wrong 
To you and to her I sacred chastity. 
CYP. Duke, thou art valiant, and with  
valiant nfin,l 
Slander is worse than theft or sacrilege, 
Nay more, than murder or the height of treason-- 
._ step beyond the utmost plagues in hell. 
Then thou, which in that nature wrong'st a queen, 
Descry'st a scourge beyond their punishments ; 
Virtue shoul,1 kill thee now. 
EPIrtE. Nay, do : nay breast is bare unto thy steel. 
Kill me, because I love thee and speak true. 
Is this the merit of a Poman faith l 
For this have I observ'd, pry'd in unto, 
And search'd each secret shift of vanity ? 
Nay, pray you -kill me ; faith, I'll patient stand. 
Live still a monster, hold shame in your hand. 
CYP. Speak a word more! a king shall be thy 
death. 
EP,E. Death is a slave to him that is resolv'd, 
And my soul loathes this servile flattery, 
Nor will I cover such intemperate sin, 
But to the world make them and that transparent, 
Unless yourself will seek to right yourself. 

[Edits., you, to let, and.] 
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As lust, or cloak inordinate base desires, 1 
Under so fair a coverture  O yes, 
Women can blind our sense when we see best, 
And set fair landskips on inconstancy, 
Making us blind with seeing. The dance ends : 
Your sins are blackest, breach of love and friends. 
EPIRE. Now to the king ; blow, rage, till it flame 
hate ; 
A politician thrives the best in state. 
[Exit El'mE, and enters to the KING again. 
QUEEN. Come, sweet Prince Philocles, 
Devise some new delights to shorten time ; 
This dulness hath no relish in my sense, 
It hath no pith ; and sloth in my conceit 
Is but z type of pride in best constructions.  
M.R. Madam, I'll stand, that a fair woman 
Must be proud, or else a fool. 
PHIL. I would fain hear that, i' faith. 
QtE]N. Thy reason, wench, I przy thee : come, 
disburse. 
MA. A woman fair is like a full-blown rose. 
QUEEN. Which holds the fair no longer than it 
grows. 
MA. A woman fair is like the finest gold. 
PHIL. "Which kept from use is good, though ne'er 
so old. 
lIam Nay, good lord, leave a little : 
She that is fair is wise, and ought to know it, 
For to that end did nature first bestow it. 
:Now of this knowledge if we be not proud, 
We wrong the author, and we are allow'd 

 Inordinate and bae de$ireboth quartos. 
* In the last edition it was printed- 
"" And sloth in my conceit 
Is but a type of prde in best contitution:," 
which is neither sense nor metre. The old copies are uni- 
torm tor the restored reading.'o/er. 
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2D WATCH. Nay, he shall be put into safe 
keeping, for my wife shall take charge of him. 

Enter ALPHONSO i the OratoFs clothes. 

B|ECH. 'Tis well-devis'd, see where he comes; 
He may not see my presence ; think upon't, 
[ Z'o ratcl,.] 
Your charge is trusty, and of mighty weight. 
Farewell. [Exit IECHANT. 
lST WATCH. Fear not ; come, my hearts, com- 
pass him about, and seize on him all at once, like 
so many ravens on a dead horse. 
Ar2. Now an eternal sleep, an apoplex, a swoon, 
Seize on their senses, who in this disguise 
Shall view or note my vile deformity. 
I waz bewitch'd by spells to my misfortune, 
Or else star-eross'd with some hag's hellishness. 
Sure, I said my prayers, ris'd on my right side, 
Wash'd hands and eyes, put on my girdle last. 
Sure, I met no spay-footed baker : 
lIo hare did cross me, nor no bearded witch, 
:Nor other ominous sign. O, then, why 
Should I be thus damm'd in the devil's nets . 
Is't possible this habit that I wear 
Should become any man ? now of my soul, 
I loathe to see myself, and willingly 
I would even vomit at my countenance. 
lST WATCh. Stand, sir ; we arrest you. 
ALPH. Arrest me ! why, 
I injure no man but myself. 
2D VVMTCH. You're the more unkind; he that 
wrongs himself will not stick to wrong the whole 
world also. 
lST WATCH. h'ay, strive not, for we arrest you 
by virtue of the king's commission. 
ALPH. Well, my masters, be careful ; you may 
mistake me. 
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2D WATCH. Indeed it is no marvel, you are so 
like other men. 
fl..LPHo Indeed at this time I am hardly like one 
of God's making. 
lST WATCH. Faith, and I am sure you are no 
man of a good tailor's making, you are but pieced- 
work. 
ALPH. Well, yet I may hap to prove a nobleman. 
2D WATCH. A whoremaster or an unthrfft! 
away with him, and let no man cateehise him upon 
pain of my displeasure. [Exeunt. 

:Enter the DUKE OF EPIRE alone. 

EPIRE. Roll on, the chariot-wheels of my dear 
plots, 
And bear mine ends to their desired marks. 
As yet there's not a rub of wit, a gulf of thought, 
No rocky misconstruction, thorny maze, 
Or other let of any doubtfulness. 
As yet thy way is smooth and plain, 
Like the green ocean in a silent calm. 
Blessed credulity, thou great God of error, 
Thou art the strong foundation of huge wrongs, 
To thee give I my vows and sacrifice ; 
By thy great deity he doth believe 
Falsehoods, that falsehood's self could not invent, 
And from that misbelief doth draw a course 
To overwhelm even virtue, truth, and sanctity. 
Let him go on, bless'd stars, 'tis meet he fall, 
Whose blindfold judgment hath no guide at all. 
But O, these shadows have bewitched long : 
To threat and not to do doth malice wrong. 
And see, here comes the queen. 

Enter the QUEEN, ]ARIANA, and other ladies. 
QtrEES. My lord the duke, your presence and 
my wish 
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MA How ! condemn'd before their trial i 
El'mE. No, they were condernn'd by act of par- 
liament. 
MAR. I do not hold thee, brother, for a man, 
For it is reasonless to mock calamity : 
If he die innocent, thrice-happy soul ; 
If guilty, weep that man should so transess : 
Nature of reason thus much doth importune, 
Man should partake in grief with man's misfortune. 
EPrtE. For him, it" e'er mine eyes weep, may 
they drop out, 
And leave my body blinder than my sense : 
Pity my foe, the ruin of my house, 
My valour's scandal, and mine honour's poison ! 
To, let him fall, for blood must still quench lust, 
Law hath condemn'd him, then his death is just. 
3Ia. Spit out that monster envy, it corrupts 
you, 
And mildly hear me answer for my love. 
Vhat did he 'gaiust you was not honourable, 
Which you 'gainst him would not have gladly 
done ? 
Will you hate him for acting your own thoughts ? 
Can it be ill in him, yet good in you ? 
Let reason weigh this difference, then you'll find 
His honottr poises down his infamy. 
EPmE. Canst thou love him that brought thee 
to thy death ? 
3IAr NTO, like a God he made me with his 
breath. 
E,mv.. Did he not win thy love, and then 
reject thee  
3Ia. His honour, not his love doth now neglect 
me. 
E,mE. Fond maid, thy foolish dotage doth 
mistake him. 
M_R. Hell shall have mercy, ere I will forsake 
him. 
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Well, the revenge that I  ill take for this my shame 
Shall make all whores hereafter dread my name. 
CYP. Not for thy life, not for my love, I charge 
thee : 
Thy wife is honest, chaste, and virtuous : 
Only this wanton lord with lust and coin 
Hath much attempted, but prevail'd in nought. 
For proof, see here the crowns he would have 
given 
To have purchas'd her bed's honour, but she would 
not ; 
Which I bestow on you for recompense. 
Therefore, as thou dost hope my grace to find, 
So to thy wife be loving, gentle, kind. 
:PRATE. Your majesty may mould me to your 
pleasure. 
CYl'. I thank you, and will quittance it. 
Now, Mechant, we restore you to your lands, 
Your honours and near places, next ourself: 
To all that feel distaste in any sore, 
We give to cure them all our grace and favour. 
Thus storms bring gentle sunshine ; and our 
hands 
May. after shipwreck, bring us to safe lands. 

FINIS. 
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THE PROLOGUF_, 

Your silence and attention, worthy friends, 
That your free spirits may with more pleasing sense 
Relish the life of this our active scene : 
To which intent, to calm this murmuring breath, 
We ring this round with our invoking spells ; 
If that your list'ning ears be yet prepar'd 
To entertain the subject of our play, 
Lend us your patience. 
'Tis Peter Fabel,  a renowned scholar, 
Whose fame hath still been hitherto forgot 
By all the writers of this latter age. 
In ]Iiddlesex his birth and his abode : 
Not full seven miles from this great famous city; 

 "Here (i.e., at Edmonton) lieth interred vnder a seemlie 
Tombe without Inscription, the Body of Peter Fabell (as 
the report goes) vpon whom this fable was fathered, 
that he by his wittie deuises beguiled the deuil: belike 
he was some ingenious conceited gentleman, who did vse 
some sleightie trickes for his owne disports. He liued and 
died in the raigne of Henry the Seuenth, saith the booke of 
his merry pranks."wWeever's "Funeral Monuments," fol. 
1631, p. 534. lqorden gays: "There is a fable of one Peter 
Fabdl that lyeth in the same church also, who is saido to 
have beguiled the Devill by pollicie for Money."--" Specu- 
um Britannie" (Middlesex), p. 18. 
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CLARE. Sir, I entreat you know me. 
F.tB. Command me, sir, I am affected to you 
For your Mounchensey's sake. 
CLARE. Alas ! for him, 
I not respect whether he sink or swim ! [Aside. 
A word in private, Sir Ralph Jerningham. 
RAY. Methinks your father looketh strangely 
on me : 
Say, love, why are you sad ? 
]IIL. I am not, sweet ; 
Ptssion is strong, when woe with woe doth meet. 
CLARE. Shell's ia to breakfast ? After, we'll 
conclude 
The cause of this our coming: in and feed, 
And let that usher a more serious deed. [Exit. 
MIL. Whilst you desire his grief, my heart shall 
bleed. [Exit. 
Y. CLArkE. Raymon,l Mounchense)5 come, be 
frolic, friend ; 
This is the day thou hast expected long. 
RAY. Pray God, dear Harry Clare, it pro'e so 
happy ! 
'. CLAaE. There's nought can alter it; be 
merry, lad. 
FAB. There's nought shall alter it; be lively, 
Raymond : 
Stand any opposition 'gainst thy hope, 
Art shall confront it with her largest scope. 
[Exevug, save FABEL. 

PETER ]'ABEL solus. 

FAB. Good old Mounchensey, is thy hap so ill, 
That for thy bounty and thy royal parts 
Thy kind alliance should be held in scorn, 
And after all these promises, my  Clare, 

[Old eopiea, 
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what dost thou see in me, that I should be towards 
marriage, ha ? 
Y. CLARK What, thou married ? let me look 
upon thee ; rogue, who has given this out of thee ! 
how cam'st thou into this ill-name ? what company 
hast thou been in, rascal ? 
F.B. You are the man, sir, must have Millicent, 
The match is making in the garden now ; 
Her jointure is aeed on, and the old men, 
Yottr fathers, mean to launch their busy bags ;x 
:But in the ]neantime to thrust 5Iounchensey off. 
For colour of this new-intended match, 
Fair :Millicent to Cheston must be sent, 
To take the approbation for a nun. 
Ne'er look upon me, lad : the match is done. 
JER. Raymond 5Iounchensey, now I touch thy 
grief 
With the true feeling of a zealous friend. 
And as for fair and beauteous Millicent, 
With my vain breath I svill not seek to slubber  
Her angel-like perfections : but thou know'st 
That Essex hath the saint that I adore : 
Where-e'er didst meet. me, that we two were 
jovial, 
But like a wag thou hast not laugh'd at me, 
And with regardless jesting mock'd my love  
How many a sad and weary summer night 
My sighs have drunk the dew from off the 
earth, 
And I have taught the nightingale to wake, 
And from the meadows sprung the early lark 
An hour before she should have list to sing : 
I have loaded the poor minutes with my moans, 

So the quartos : :Mr Dodsley read pttrsy. 
See note to "The First Part of Jeronimo," [iv. 374.] 
The quartos, without exception, erroneously read .Vow. 
Collier. 
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--within us : for, hem ! grass and hay ! we are all 
mortal ; let's live till we die, and be merry ; and 
there's an end. 
BANKS. But tO our former motion about stealing 
some venison ; whither go we ? 
Sir: JOHN. Into the forest, neighbour Banks: into 
Brian's walk, the mad&eeper. 
Slua. Blood ! I'll tickle your keeper. 
BAr'KS. I' faith, thou art always drunk when we 
ha'e need of thee. 
Slt:6. :Need of me  heart ! you shall have need 
of me always, while there is on in an anvil. 
B.NKS. Master Parson, may the st.h go (think 
you), berg in this tang ? 
Stu. Go] I'll go, in spite of all the bells in 
Waltham. 
Sm Jo. The question is good, neighbour 
Bankslet me see: the moon shines tnight, 
there's not a narrow bridge betwix this and the 
forest,his brain may be settled ere night: he 
may go, he may go, neighbo Banks. Now we 
want none but the company of mine host Blague, 
of the George at Waltham : if he were here, o 
consort were full. Look where comes my good 
host, the Duke of Noo's man ! d how ? and 
how? MemY ass and hay t we are not yet 
mortM ; let us bye till we die, and be merry ; and 
there's mt end. 
Enter HosT. 
HOST. Ha [ my Cast.an diogues ; and art 
thou in breath still, boy ? Miller, doth the match 
hold ? Smith, I see hy thy eyes thou hast been 
reading a ttle Geneva pt: but wend  we 
merrily to the forest, to sal some of the king's 
deer $ I'll meet you at the time appointed. Away, 

Go. 
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countenance? Well, go thv ways, .if ever thou 
prore a nun, rll buihi an abbey. [Aside. 
HAR, She may be a nuu: but if ever she prove 
an anchoress, I'll dig her grave with my nails. 
[Aside. 
FRANK. To her again, mother. [Aside. 
Hae,. Hold thine own, wench. [Aside. 
Pro. You must read the morning mass, 
You must creep unto the cross, x 
Put cold ashes on your head, 
Have a hair-cloth tbr your bed. 
BtL. She had rather have a man in her bed. 
PII. Bind your beads, and tell your needs, 
Your holy a,es and your creeds : 
Holy maid, this must be done, 
If you mean to live ,z nun. 
MtL. The holy nmid will be no nun. [Aside. 
SIR Ar, Tn. Madam, we have some business of 
import, 
And must be gone ; 
Will't please you take my wife into your closet, 
Who farther will acquaint you with nay mind : 
And so, good madam, for this time adieu. 
[Exeunt u,oje al SIR ARTHUR. 

x This Popish ceremony is particularly described in an 
ancient book of the " Ceremonial of the Kings of England," 
purchased by the Duchess of Northumberland, at the sale of 
the MSS. of Mr Anstis, Garter King-at-arms. It appeax 
from this curious treatise that the Bishop and the Dean 
brought a crucifix out of the vestry, and placed it on a 
cushion before the altar. A carpet was then laid "for the 
Kine to cree/e to the crosse upon." See Dr Percy's note to 
the "Northumberland Household Book," p. 436.Stee-rens. 
Creevlag to the C'ross is mentioned in Warncr's "Albion's 
England," 
16. ~, t 
"We offer tapers, pay our tythes and vowes ; we l)ilgrims goe 
To every sainct, at every shrine we offerings doe bestow 
We kiss the pix. we creepe the crosse, our beades we over-runne, 
The convent hath 
[See also " Pop. Antiq. of Great Brit." i. 86.] 
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SIR zRTH. Ve stolen thy deer . we do pursue 
a thief. 
BRIAN. 'OU are arrant thieves, and ye have 
stolen my deer. 
Sift AITH. Ve are knights ; Sir Arthur Clare 
and Sir Ralph Jerningham. 
BRIAN. The more your shame, that knights 
should be such thieves. 
SIR ARTH. Who or what art thou | 
BRIAN. ]Iy name is Brian, keeper of this walk. 
Sm ARTH. O Brian, a villain ! 
Thou hast receiv'd my daughter to thy lodge. 
BRIAN. YOU have stolen the best deer in my 
walk to-night : my deer-- 
SiR ARTH. My daughter 
Stop not my way. 
:BIA'. What make you in my walk $ you have 
stolen the best buck in my walk to-night. 
Sin ARTH. My daughter-- 
BRAN. :My deer 
SIR RALPH. Where is lounchensey ? 
BRAN. Where is my buck ? 
Sm ART. I will complain me of thee to the 
king. 
BP, IAN. I'll complain unto the king you spoil 
hi game: 'tis strange that men of your account 
and calling will offer it. I tell you true, 8it Arthur 
and ir Ralph, that none but you have only spoiled 
my game. 
R AV, XH. I charge you stop us not. 
BIXx. I charge you both get out of my ground. 
Is this a time for such as you, men of place and of 
your gravity, to be abroad a-thieving? 'tis s 
hame ; and afore God, if  had shot at you, I had 
erved you well enough. [Exempt. 
Enter BANKS the miller, u.et on lds legs. 
BANKS. Foot, here's a dark night indeed: I 
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Here, here, he's here, he's here, Good-morrow, 
friar ; good-morrow, gentle friar. 

nter HILDEIRSHAM. 

Sift A'rH. Good-morrow, father Hildersham, 
good-morrow. 
HIL. Good-morrow, reverend knights, unto you 
both. 
SIl AITI. Father, how now? You hear how 
matters go ; 
I am undone, my child is cast away ; 
You did your best, at least I think the best : 
:But we are all cross'd ; flatly, all is dash'd. 
HIb. Alas ! good knights, how might the matter 
be ? 
Let me understand your grief for charit.: 
Sm ARTH. Who does not understand my grief? 
Als ! alas ! 
And yet you do not : will the church permit 
A nun in approbation of her habit 
To be ravished ? 
HL. A holy woman, benedicite ! 
Now God forfend,  that any should presume 
To touch the sister of a holy house. 
SIR ARTH. Jesus deliver me ! 
SiR RALPm Why, hlillicent, the daughter of 
this knight, 
Is out of Cheston taken this last night. 
HIL. Was that fair maiden late become a nun  
SiR RALPr. Was she, quoth a ? Knavery, 
knavery, knavery, knavery; I smell it, I smell it. 
I' faith, is the wind in that door ? Is it even so ? 
Dost thou ask me that now ? 
HIL. It is the first time that e'er I heard of it. 
SiR ARTH. That's very strange. 

[Forbid, preven.] 
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SIR ARTH. ] it even so . 
IIL. With pardon therefore we entreat your 
smiles ? 
Love (thwarted) turns itself to thousand wiles. 
SIR ARTH. Young Mter Jerningham, were you 
an actor 
In your own love's abuse ? 
J.l. hi.l" thoughts, good sir, 
Did labour seriously unto this end-- 
To wrong myself, ere I'd abuse my friend. 
Hos'r. He speaks like a bachelor of music; all 
in numbers. Knights, if I had known you would 
have let this covey of partridges sit thus long upon 
their knees under my signpost, I would have 
spread my door with coverlids. 
Sm AP, TH. Well, sir, for this your sign was re- 
moved, was it ? 
HOST. Faith, we followed the directions of the 
devil, Master Peter Fabel ; and Smug (lord bless 
us !) could never stand upright since. 
,Sin AnT. You, sir'was you was his minister, 
that married them ? 
SIR JOHN. Sir, to prove myself an honest man, 
being that I was last night in the forest stealing 
venisonnow, sir, to have you stand my friend, if 
the matter should he called in question, I married 
your daughter to this worthy gentleman. 
Strt AR'rrl. I may chance to requite you, and 
make your neck crack for't. 
SP, JOAN. If you do, I am as resolute as my 
neighbour-vicar of Waltham Abbey ; ahem ! grass 
and hay] we are all mortal; let's live till we be 
hanged, mine host, and be merry; and there's an 
end. 
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PROLOGU 

That players such lewd doctrine teach, 
That their pure joints do quake and tremble, 
SVhen they do see a man resemble 
The picture of a villain : this. 
As he a friend to Muses is, 
To you by me he gives his word. 
Is all his play doth now afford. 
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Throat the lawyer swallowed at one gob 
For less than half the worth ; and for the city 
There be so many rascals and tall yeomen, 
Would hang upon me tbr their maintenance, 
Should I but peep or step within the gates, 
That I am fore'd, only to ease nay charge, 
To live here in tim suburbs ; or in the town 
To walk in tenebris. I tell you, sir, 
Your best retired life is an honest punk 
In a thatch'd house with garlic : tell ot nit.: 
My punk's my punk, and noble lechery 
Sticks by a man when all his friends forsake 
him. 
BOUT. The pox, it will: art thou so senseless 
grown, 
So much endeared to thy bestial lust. 
That thy original worth shouhl lie extinct 
And buried in thy shame ? Far be such thoughts 
From spirits free and noble ! ]3egin to live : 
Know thyself, and whence thou a deriv'd. 
I know that competent state thy father gave 
Cannot be yet consum'd. 
r. SMALL. 'Tis gone, by heaven ! 
Not a denier is left. 
Bouw. 'Tis impossible. 
W. S,LLL. Impossible! s'heart! I have had 
two suckers 
Able to spend the wealthy Crcesus' store. 

E,ter FR tN 'ES. 

BOUT. What are they ? 
W. SMALL. Why, a lawyer and a whore : 
See, here comes one. Dost think this petticoat, 
A perfum'd smock, and twice a week a bath, 
Can be maintain'd with half a year's revenues . 
:No, by heaven! we annual younger brothers 
VOL. X. S 
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:My doors stand open, and all within is theirs; 
And though Ram-Alley stinks with cooks and ale, 
Yet say there's many a worthy lawyer's chamber, 
':Buts upon Ram-Alley. I have still an open 
throat, 
If aught I have which may procure his good, 
:Bid him con, man,l--ay, though it be my blood. 
[Zxeu,,t. 

ACTUS lI., SCzENA 1. 

.Ltler OLIVEB. MALL-SIIANKS, THt)bIAS MALL- 
SIIANKS. 

O. ,MALL. is tl,is tl,e place you were al,pointed 
to meet him ? 
T. SMALL. So :Bouteher sent me word. 
O. S.ALL. I find it true, 
That wine, good news, and .', you,g wholesome 
wench 
Cheer up an old man's blood. I tell thee, boy, 
I am right hearty glad to hear thy brother 
Hath got so great an heir : now were myself 
So well bestow'd, I should rejoice, i' fait'h. 
T. S.UL. I hope you shall d, well. 
{_). MALL. 1O doubt, no doubt ; 
Ah, sirrah ! has a' borne the wench away ! 
My son, i' faith, my very son, i' faith ! 
When I was young, and had an able hack, 
And wore the bristle on my upper-lip, 
In good decorum I had as good conveyance, 
And could have ferk'd, and ferk'd y' away a wench, 
As soon as e'er a man alive. Tut, boy, 
I had my winks, my becks, treads on the toe, 
Wrings by the fingers, smiles, and other qairks-- 
1o courtier like me ; your courtiers all are fools," 



26 

RAM-ALLEY ; OR, 

This chain were excellent, by this good light, 
She shall give you as good, if once her lands 

Enter FRANCES and BEARD. 

Come to my fingering. 
O. SMALL. Peace, knave ! what, 's she your wife  
%%r. SMALL. That shall be, sir. 
O. StAL. And what's he  
W. SMALL. Iy ,nan. 
{). SMALL. A ruffian knave he is. 
W. SMALL. A ruffian, sir ! 
By heaven ! as tall a man  as e'er drew sword, 
lot being counted of the damned crew. 
He was her father's butler, his name is Beard ; 
Off with your mask, now shall you find me true, 
And that [ am a son unto a knight : 
This is my father. [To FRANCES. 
O. SMALL. I am indeed, fair maid ; 
My styIe is knight : come, Iet me kiss your lips. 
W. SMALL. That kiss shall cost your chain. 
[Aside. 
O. SMALL. It smacks, i' faith : 
I nmst commend your choice. 
FRAN. Sir, I have given 
A larger venture than true modesty 
Will we|l allow, or your more graver wk 
Comntend. 
%%. SMALL. I dare be sworn she has. 
O. SMALL. ot SO. 
The foolish knave h.s been accounted wild, 
And so have I ; but I am now come home, 
And so will he. 
FRAN. I must believe it now. 
W. SMALL. Beg his chain, wench. [Aside.] 
BEARD. Will you cheat your father  
W. SMALL. Ay, by this light, will I. 

i.e., As brave a man. 
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Fr, AN. But will you do it, truly ! 
THROAT../ks I am honest. 
FRAN. This gentleman, whom I so much affect, 
I scarce yet do know; so blind is love 
In things which most concerns it. As y' are honest, 
Tell me his 1,irth, his state, and farthest hopes. 
THROAT. He is my friend, and I will speak him 
truly. 
He is l)y birth son to a foolish knight; 
ttis present state, I think, will be the prison, 
And t'arflest hope, to be baird out again 
By sale of all your land. 
FF, AN. O me accurs'd ! 
Has he no credit, lands, and ntanors ./ 
THROAT. That land he has lies in a fail" church- 
yard ; 
And tbr his manlel's, they are so rude and vile, 
That scarce an honest man will keep him COlupany. 
FRaN. I am abus'd, cosen'd, and deceived. 
THROAT. Why, that's his occupation: he will 
cheat 
In a cloak lin',l with veh'et ; he will prate 
Faster than five 1-,arbers and a tailor ; 
Lie faster than ten city occupiers  
Or cunning tradesmen : goes a-trust 
In every tavern, where h' has spent a thgot ; . 
,Swears love to every whore, squires bawds, 
And takes up houses tbr them as their husband : 
lie is a man I love, and have &,ne much 
To bring hiln to prefennent. 
FItAN. Is there no trust, no honesty in men. 
THROAT. Faith, some there is, 
And "tis all in the hands of us lawyers 
And women : and those WOlnen which have it, 
Keep their honesty so close, that not one 
Amongst a hundred is perceiv'd to have it. 

a !]Ierchants.] 
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Has one trick of his sire, has got the wench, 
Stol'n your rich sister's heir. 
Jvs. TUT. Sommerfield's heir? 
O. SMALL. Has done the deed, has pierc'd the 
vessel's head, 
And knows hy this the vintage. 
Jvs. TUT. When should this he ? 
O. SMALL. As I am by my counsel well-informed, 
This very day. 
Jus. "'UT. Tut, it cannot be, 
Some ten miles hence ] saw the maid last night. 
O. b.IALL. Maids may be maids to-night, and 
not to-morrow. 
Women are free, an,l sell their maidenheads, 
As men sell cloth by yard and handfifl ; 
But if you chance to see your sister widow, 
Comfort her tears, and say her daughter's match'd 
With one that has a knocker to his thther-- 
An honest, noble knight. 
Jvs. Ttl'r. Stand close, knight, close, 
And mark this captain's humour. His name is Puff. 
He dreams as he walks, and thinks no woman 

Eater { 'APTA1N PUFF. 

Sees him, but is in love with him. 
PUFF. 'Twere brave, 
If some great lady through a window spied me, 
And straight should love me. Say, she shouhl send 
Five thousand pound unto my lodging, 
And crave my company ! with that money 
I would make three several cloaks, and line them 
With Mack, crimson, and tawny three-pil'd velvet ; 
I would eat at Chute's ordinary, and dice 
At Antony's : then would I keep my whore 
In beaten velvet, and have two slaves to tend her. 
O. SMALL. Ha, ha, ha ! 
PUFF. What, my case of Justices t 
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What, are you eavesdropping  or do you think 
Your tawny coats with greasy facings here 
Shall carry it ? Sir Oliver SmMl-shanks, 
Know my name is Puff, knight ; thee have I sought 
To fright thee from thy wits. 
Jtrs. Ttrr. ]Nay, good Sir Puff, 
We have too many madmen already. 
PUFF. How ? I tell thee, Justice Tutchin, not all 
Thy bailiffs, serjeauts, busy constables, 
Defeasants, warrants, or thy mittimuses, 
Shall save his throat from cutting, if he presume 
To woo the widow yclipped  Taffata : 
She is my wife by oath. Therefore, take heed ; 
Let me not catch thee in the widow's house : 
If I do, I'll pick thy head upon my sword. 
And piss in thy very visnomy ; beware, beware ! 
Come there no more ; a captain's word 
Flies not so fierce as doth his fatal sword. 
[Exit PtFF. 
O. SL. How like you this ? shall we endure 
this thunder, 
Or go no further ? 
Jts. TUT. We will on, Sir Oliver. 
We will on ; let me alone to touch him. 
I wonder how my spirit did forbear 
To strike him on the face : had this been spoke 
Within my liberties, h' had died for it. 

Re-enter AI'TAIN PUFF. 
O. SMALL. I was ,'l])out to draw. 
PUFF. If you come there, 
Thy beard shall serve to stuff those balls, ]ff which 
I get me heat at tennis. 
Jus. Ttrr. Is he gone . [Exit PUFF. 
I would he durst ha' stood to thi a while. 

i.e., Called. 
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Has been protested long, and now I come 
To make my latest tender; art old-gTown oak 
Can keep you from the rain, and stands as fair 
And portly as the best. 
TA. Yet search him well, 
AHd we shall find no pith or hearty timber 
To underlay a building. [Aside. 
/[us. TuT. I would that oak 
Had been write : forward, good Sir Oliver, 
Your oak is nought : stick not too much to that. 
[.4side. 
O. SIaLL. If you can like, you shall be ladyfied, 
Live at the court, and soolt be got with child. 
What, do you think we old men can do nothing ? 
Jus. TUT. This was somewhat like. 
O. StALL. You shall have jewels, 
A baboon, parrot, and an Iceland  dog, 
And I myself to bear you company. 
Your joiHture is five hundred pound by year, 

x Or, as it was sometimes called, an Island, or lling. So 
in "The Queen of Corinth," act iv. sc. l 
"Hung, hair, like hemp, or like the IdiO cur's.'" 
Again, in lIassinger's "Picture," act v. se. l 
"Would I might lie 
Like a dog under her table, and sere for a footstool, 
o I might have my belly full of that 
Her Jla cur refuse." 
Abraham Fleming, in his trae "Of Eagliehe Doggy, the 
diversities, the names, the nabures, and the properties," 1576, 
saks of the introduction of Iceland dog, and dcribes 
hem. "Use and custome hath intertained other doggee of 
an outlandish kinde, but a few, and the me being of  
pretty bygneese, I means Iseland doggee, curled and rough 
al over, which by reason of the length of their hears, make 
8howe neither of face nor of body. And yet these curre 
forsoothe, because they are so etraunge, are greatly set by, 
esemed, ken vp, and made of, many timee in the rooms 
of the Spaniell, gentle or comforter."Colli. [Sig. F 4. 
Fleming'e book is, however, only a translation from Caius, 
"De Canibus Bfitannicie."] 
VOL. X. X 
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Jus. Tt'w. Ay, there, there--that lie will never 
mistrust. 
ADII. Enter, knight, keep close ; gather :our- 
self 
Round like a hedgehog; stir not, whate'er you 
hear 
,See, or smell, knight. {-od bless us! here lie 
comes. 
Enter CAPTAIN lt'FF. 
CAPT. PUFF. Bless thee, widow and wife. 
TaF. Sir, get you gone, 
Leave nay house, or I will have you conjur'd 
With such a spell you never yet have heard of. 
Have you no other place to vent your froth 
But in my house  is this the fittest place 
Your captainship can find to puff' in, ha ? 
CAPT. PtrFF. Hgw ? am I not thv spouse ? didst 
thou not say 
These arms should clip  thy naked body fast 
Betwixt two linen sheets, and be sole lord 
Of all thy pewter-work ? Thy word is pass'd : 
And -1-1-1ow, that man is powder, dust and earth, 
That shall once dare to think thee for his wife ! 
TAY. How now, you slave ? One call the con- 
stable. 
CAPT. PUFF. 'O constable with all his hal- 
berdiers 
Dare once advance his head or peep up stairs, 
If I cry but, keep down : have I not li'd, 
And march'd on sieged walls, 
In thunder, lightning, rain, and snow, 
And eke in shot of powdered balls, 
"qaose costly marks are yet to show 
T.F. Captain Puff, for my last husband's sake, 
With whom you were so familiarly acquainted, 

Embrace. 
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Curtains, shadows, mines, counter-mines, 
Rampiers,' forts, ditches, works, water-works, 
And is not her half-moon mine  and do you bring 
A rescue, goodman knight ! 
TAr. Call up lny men. 

Eltter O. SMALL, all,{ two or three others with clubs. 
Where be these knaves? have they no ears or 
hearts ? 
Bear hence this rascal ; some other fetch a warrant : 
I'll teach him to know himself. 
Jvs. TUT. Down fith the slave. 
O. SMALL. 'Ti8 not your beard shall car it; 
down with the rogue. 
CAPT. P. X'ot Hercules 'gainst twenty. 
[Exi 
Jt's. TVT. Ah, sirrah ! 
I knew e my hands no longer could forbear him : 
Why did you not strike the knave, S Oliver ? 
O. SMALL. Why, so I did. 
Jus. TUT. ut then it was too late. 
O. SMALL. What would you have me do, when 
] was down, 
And he stood thundering with his weapon dra, 

Enter ADRIANA. 

Ready to cut my throat ? 
Al)ni. The rogue is gone, 
And here's one from the lady Sommerfield. 
To intreat you come with all the speed you can 
To Saint John's Street. 
Jvs. Tvw. Which I will do. 

a [Ramparts. Acommon form.] 
 Before printed know, adhering to the error of the edition 
of 1636.Collier. 
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TAF. Gentlemen, 
I am sorry you should be thus disturb'd 
Witlfin my house ; but now all fear is pass'd, 
You are most welcome : supper ended, 
I'll give a gracious answer to your suit ;, 
Meanwhile, let nought dismay or keep )ou mute. 
[Ezit. 

_Enter THROAT, FRANCES, aTtl I)ASH. 

TtIROAT. Pay the coachman, Dash, pay him 
,veil, 
And thank him for his speed. Now Vivat Rex, 
The knot is knit, which not the law itself, 
With all his Hydra-heads and strongest nerves, 
Is able to disjoin : now let him hang, 
Fret out his guts, and swear the stars from heaven-- 
He never shall enjoy you ; you shall be rich. 
Your lady-mother this day came to town 
In your pursuit : we will but shift some rags, 
And straight go take her blessing. 
FRAN. That must not be ; 
Furnish me with jewels, and then myself, 
Attended by your man and honest BeaM, 
Will thither first, and with my lady-mother 
Crave a peace for you. 
THROAT. I like that well ; 
Her anger somewhat calm'd, I brisk and fine, 
Some half hour after will present myself 
As son-in-law unto her, which she must needs 
Accept with gracious looks. 
FRAN. Ay, when she knows 
Before by me, from what an eminent plague 
Your wisdom has preserv'd me. 
THROAT. Ay, that, that-- 
That will strike it dead. But here comes Beard. 
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Enter BEARD. 
BEARD. What, are you sure ? tied fast by heart 
and hand  
THROAT. I now do call her wife, she now is 
mine, 
Seal'd and deliver'd by an honest priest 
At Saint Giles's in the Fields. 
BEKRD. God give you joy, sir. 
THROAT. But where's mad Small-shanks  
BF_AD. O, hard at hand, 
And almost mad with loss of his fair bride ; 
Let not my lovely mistress be seen ; 
And see, if you can draw him to compound 
For all his title to her : I have serjeants, 
Ready to do the feat, when time shall serve. 
THROAT. Stand you aside, dear love;  nay, I 
will firk 
]Iy silly novice, as he was never firk'd, 
Since mi,lwires bound his noddle : here they come. 

Enter WILLIAM SMALL-SHANKS, THOIIAS SMAI_L- 
SHANKS, and BOUTCHER. 
W. S.LLL. 0 Master Throat, unless you speak 
good news, 
]Iy hopes are cross'd, and I undone for ever ! 
THROAT. I never thought you'd come to other 
end ; 
'our courses have been always so profane, 
Extravagant and base. 
W. SMALL. Nay, good sir, hear: 
Did not my love return  came she not hither  
For Jove's love, speak. 

z To Frances, who probably places herself out of view, or 
perhaps makes her et, which, however, is not marked.- 
Collier. 
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Are you sure you brought her out ? were you not 
drunk, 
And so forgot her ? 
W. S.IALL. A pox on all such luck ! 
I will find her, or, by this good light, 
I'll fire all the city. Come, let's go : 
Whoever has her shall not long enjoy her, 
I'll prove a contract; let us walk the round. 
I'll have her, if she keep above the ground. [Exit. 
ha. he makesme sp rt, " . 
TIIROAT. Ha, ha,  o i' faith 
The gull is mad, stark-mad. Dash, draw the bond, 
And a release of all his interest 
In this my loved wife. 
BEARD. Ay, be sure of that, 
For I have certain goblins in buff jerkins I 

e-enter WILLIAM SMALL-SHANKS itit] the 
Serjeant,. 

Lie in ambuscado for him. 
OFFICER. I arrest you, sir. 
W. SMALL. lescue ! rescue ! 
THROAT. O, he is caught. 
W. SIALL. I'll give you bail : 
Hang off, honest catchpoles. Master Throat, good, 
wise, 
Learned and honest Master Throat, now, now-- 
ow or never, help me. 
TriROAT. SVhat's the matter ? 
W. SMALL. Here are two retainers, hangers-on, 
sir, 
Which will consume more than ten liveries ; 
If by your means they be not straight shook off-- 
I am arrested. 
THROAT. Arrested ! what's the sum ? 

The dress of the serjeants at that time. 
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BEARD. )-'outre ! words are wind ; 
I say, I must have money. 
THROAT. How much, sir ? 
BEARD. Three pounds in hand, and all the rest 
to-morrow. 
THROAT. There's your sum. Now, officers, be 
gone, 
Each take his way ; I must to Saint John's Street, 
And see my lady-mother: she's now in town, 
And we to her shall straight present our duties. 
T. SMALL. O Jove ! shall we lose the wench thus? 
W. SMALL. Even thus. 
Throat, farewell : since 'tis thy luck to have her, 
I still shall pray you long may live together. 
:Now each to his affairs. 
THROAT. Good night to all. 
[Exeunt W. S., T. S., and BOUT. 
Dear wife, step in. Beard and Dash, come hither : 
Here take this money : go borrow jewels 
Of the next goldsmith: BeaM, take thou these 
books, 
Go both to the broker's in Fetter Lane, 
Lay them in pawn tbr a velvet jerkin 
.nd a double ruff: tell him, he shall have 
As much for a loan to-night, as I do give 
Usury for a whole circuit ; which done, 
You two shall man her to her mother's : go. 
[Fxeunt BEARD and D,.SH. 
My fate looks big ! methinks I see already 
.Nineteen gold chains, seventeen great beams, and 
ten 
Reverend bald heads, proclaim my way before me. 
My coach shall now go prancing through Cheap- 
side, 
And not be forc'd to hurry through the streets 
For fear of serjeants ; nor shall I need to try, 
Whether nay well-grass'd tumbling foot-cloth nag 
Be able to outrun a well-breath'd catch-pole. 
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Yield fasting stomachs such a savour, 
As doth his breath and ugly favour. 
OLIVER. Rogue! [Aside. 
ADII. That's all one, sir ; she means to be a lady. 
W. SL. Does she so ? and thou must be her 
waiting-woman ? 
Faith, thou wilt make a fine dainty creature, 
To sit at a chamber-door, and look fleas 
In my lady's dog, while she is shewing 
Some slippery-breech'd courtier rare faces 
In a hay -window. Foot, widow, 
Marry me--a young and complete gallant. 
TF. How a complete gallant ? what ? a fellow 
With a hat tuck'd up behind, and, what we use 
About our hips to kee l, ore" coats from dabblhg, 
He wears about Iris neck--a farthingale ! 
A standing collar to keep his neat band clean, 
The whilst his shh-t doth stink, and is more foul 
Than an inn-of-chance D" table-cloth : 
His breeches must be plaited, as if he had 
Some thirty pockets, when one poor half-penny purse 
Will carry all his treasure ; his -knees all points, 
As if his legs and hams were tied together ; 
A fellow that has no inside, but prates 
By rote, as players and parrots use to do, 
And, to define a complete gallant right, 
A mercer form'd him, a tailor makes him. 
A player gives him spirit. 
W. SMALL. Why, so in my conscience to be a 
countess 
Thou wouldst marry a hedge-hog : I must confess, 
'Tis state to have a coxcomb kiss your hands, 
While yet the chamber-lie 2 is scarce wip'd off; 

 [Edits., by. ] 
"- [Lie is strictly a mixture of water and alkaline salt; see 
the "Ierie Tales of 8kelton," l'o. 2 IOld Englltsh Jest- 
Books ii. 6). But here it signifies the water of theot de 
chambre.] 
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nter :BEARD, DASH, FRANCES, SERJEANT, 
DRAWER. 

:BEARD. Serjeants, beware ; be sure you not mis- 
take, 
For if you do-- 
DASH. She shall be quickly baird, 
She shall corpus cm causa be remov'd ; 
Your action entered first below shall shrink, 
And you shall find, sir serjeant, she has friends 
Will stick to her in the common place. 
SER. Sir, 
Will you procure her bail ? 
:BEARD. She shall be bail'd. 
Drawer, bring up some wine, use her well, 
Her husband is a gentleman of sort. 
SER. A gentleman of sort ! why, what care I ? 
A woman of her fashion shall find 
More kindness at a lusty serjeant's hand 
Than ten of your gentlemen of sort. 
DAsh. Sir, use her well; she's wife to Master 
Throat. 
SER. I'll use her, sir, as if she were my wife : 
Would you have any more ? 
:BEARD. Drink upon that, 
Whilst we go fetch her bail. Dash, fellow Dash, 
With all the speed thou hast, run for our master; 
Make haste, lest he be gone, before thou comest, 
To Lady Sommerfield's : I'll fetch another ; 
She shall have bail. 
DsH. And a firking writ 
Of false imprisonment; she shall be sure 
Of tweIvepence damage, and five-and-twenty pound 
For suits in law : I'll go fetch my master. 
:BEARD, And I another. 
[Fxeunt :BEARD ad DASH. 
SER. Drawer, leave the room. 
Here, mistress, a health! 
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JUST. TUT. A man of form, like me. But 
what's your business ? 
LAD'/" SOM. Be brief, good sir ; what makes 
this bold intrsion  
THROAT. Intrude I do not, for I know the law ; 
It is the rule that squares out all our actions, 
Those actions bring in coin, coin gets me friends, 
Your son-in-law hath law at's fingers' ends. 
LAY SoM. My son-in-law ! 
THROAT. Madam, your son-in-law. 
Mother, I come (be glad I call you so), 
To make a gentle breach into your favour, 
And win your approbation of my choice : 
Your cherry-ripe sweet daughter (so renown'd 
For beauty, virtue and a wealthy dower) 
I have espous'd. 
LADY Sot. How ? you espouse my daughter ? 
THROAT. 'overint universi, the laws of heaven, 
Of nature, church, and chance, have made her mine; 
Therefore deliver her by these presents. 
JUST. TUT. How's this ? made her yours, sir, 
loer qnam regulam ? 
Nay, we are letter'd, sir, as well as yon, 
.Redde rationera ; per qnam regulam ? 
THROk.T. Fcemince  ludficantur viros : 
:By that same rule these lips have taken seizin : 
Tut, I do all by statute-law and reason. 
LADY SoM. Hence, you base knave ! you petty- 
fogging groom ! 
Clad in old ends, and ec'd with brokery : 
You wed nay daughter ! 
JUST. TUT. You, sir Ambi-dexter ! 
A sumner's 2 son, and learn'd in :Norfolk wiles : 
Some common bail or counter-lawyer, 
llarry my niece ! your half-sleeves shall not carD.-her. 

[Edits., Fernlnl.] 
[Edits., summer's ; but compare p. 378.] 
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If I be Justice Tutchin. 
TrmOAT. Hands off, you slaves ! 
O, favour my jerkin, though you tear my flesh. 
I set more store by that : my A udita 
Querela shall be heard, and with a Certiorari 
I'll fetch her from you with a pox. 

Eter BEARD. 
BE.RD. What's here to do ? is all the world in 
arms ? 
2Iore tumults, brawls, and insurrections ? 
Is blood the theme, whereon our time must treat  
TROAT. Here's Beard your butler: a rescue, 
Beard ; aw. 
BD. Draw ? not so : my blade's as ominously 
dra 
Unto the death of nine or ten such grooms, 
As is a knife unsheath'd, th th' huny maw, 
Threat'ning the rn of a chine of beef : 
But for the restless toil it took of late, 
Iy blade shall sleep awe. 
Tor. Help. 
BED. Stop thy toat. 
And hear me speak, whose bloody characters 
Will show I have been scuffling. Briefly thus : 
Thy Sfe, your daughter, d yo lovely niece, 
Is hi'd now to Fleet Street: the damn'd crew 
With glares aud clubs have rapt her from these 
Toat, thou a bobb'd ; although thou bought'st 
the heir, 
Yet hath the slave made a re-ent. 
Jus. TUT. Siah, what are you ? 
THrOaT. My lady's butler, sir. 
BEarD. h'ot I, by heaven  
TOaT. By this good light, he swore it, 
And for your daughr's lo-e he ran away. 



TRICKS. 359 

BEARD. By Jove, I gull'd thee, Throat. 
Jus. TuT. hlore knavery yet  
Lay hands on him, pinion them both, 
And guard them hence towards Fleet Street : come 
away ! 
BEARD. hlUSt we be led like thieves, and pin- 
ion'd valk ? 
Spent I my blood for this ? is this my hire  
Why then burn, rage : set Beard and Nose on fire. 
JL's. TuT. On, on, I say. 
THROAT. Justice, the law shall firk you. 

ACTUS V., SCJENA 1. 

WILLIAM SMALL-SHANKS. 

V'. SMALL. On this one hour depends my hopes 
and fortunes. 
Foot, I must have this widow: what should my 
dad 
]lake with a wife that scarce can wipe his nose, 
Untruss his points, or hold a chamber-pot 
Steady, till he pisses ? the doors are fast ; 
'Tis now the midst of night ; yet shall this chain 
Procure access, and conference with the widow. 
What, though I cheat my father ; all men have sins, 
Though in their several kinds: all ends in this-- 
So they get gold, they care not whose it is. 
Begging the court, use bears the city out. 
Law)'ers their quirks : thus goes the world about. 
So that our villainies have but different shapes, 
Th' effects all one, and poor men are but apes 
To imitate their betters : this is the difference-- 
All great men's sins must still be humoured, 
And poor men's vices largely punished. 
The privilege that great men have in evil, 
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TAr..No, by my worth. 
W. StALL. Kiss upon that, and speak. 
TAF. I dare not wed ; men say y'are naught, 
you'll cheat, 
And you do keep a whore. 
W. SIALL. That is a he ; 
She keeps herself and me; yet I protest, 
She's not dishonest. 
TA. How could she maintain you ? 
W. S.ALL. Why, by her comings-in ; a little tlfing 
Her friends have left her, which with putting to 
best use, 
And often turning, yields her a poor living. 
But what of that  she's now shook off; to thee 
]'ll only cleave : ]'ll be thy merchant, 
And to this wealthy fair I'll bring my ware, 
And here set up my standing : therefore resolve. 
Nought but my sword is left : iit be a match, 
Clap hands, contract, and straight to bed : 
If not, pray, forgive, and straight goes offyour head. 
TAF. I take thy love. 
W. S.IALL. Then straight let's both to bed. 
TAF. I'll wed to-morrow. 
W. SMALL. You shall not sleep upon't. 
An honest contract is as good as marriage. 
A bird in hand--you know the proverb, widow. 
TAF. O, 1 let me tell thee, I'll love thee, while I 
live, 
For this attempt ; give me that lusty lad, 
That wins his widow with his well-drawn blade, 
And not with oaths and words : a widow's wooing, 
Not in bare words, but should consist in doing-- 
I take thee to my husband-- 
W. Sta_r.. I thee to wife. 
Now to thy bed, and there we'll end this strife. 
[Exeunt. 

[Edits., To.] 
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That never saw baboons, lions, or courtiers, 
Might prove a handsome wife ; or what do you say 
To a citizen's daughter, that never was in love 
With a player, that never learnt to dance, 
That never dwelt near any inn-of-court- 
,light not she in time prove an honest wife  
Faith, take  maid, and leave the widow, master : 
Of all meats I love not a gaping oyster. 
Bo;T. God speed your works, fair maids. 
A)R. You much mistake : 
'Tis no work. 
BouT. What then ? 
ADR. A preparation 
To a work, sir. 
BotrT. What work, sweet ladies ? 
AfaR. Why, to a marriage ; that's a work, I 
think. 
Botts. How ? a preparation to a marriage  
Of whom, kind maids, of whom  
Argo. And why kind maids  
I hope you have had no kindness at our hand 
To make you say so : but, sir, understand 
That Sir Oliver Small-shanks, the noble knight, 
And Iistress Taffata, the rich widow, 
Must this day be coupled, conjoined, 
]larried, espoused, wedded, contracted, 
Or, as the Puritan says, put together ; 
And so, sir, to the shifting of our cleaa smocks 
We leave you. 
[Exeunt ADRIANA and the other women. 
BOUT. Married ! and to-day  
Dissension, jealousy, hate, beggary, 
With all the dire events which breed dislike 
In nuptial beds, attend her bridal steps ! 
Can vows and oaths with such protesting action, 
As if their hearts were spit forth with their words, 
As if their souls were darted through their eyes, 
Be of no more validity with womett ? 
VOL. x. 2 A 
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TAF. Because the first word he speaks is, the 
devil 
Take his soul ; and who will give him trust, 
That once has given his soul unto the devil ? 
V. St..LL. She says most true, father ; the soul 
once gone, 
The best part of man is gone. 
TA. And, i' faith, 
If the best part of a man is gone, 
The rest of the body is not worth  rush, 
Though it be ne'er so handsome. 

Eter LADY SOM'MERFIELD, THROAT and 
bc_rund ad JUSTICE TUTCHIN. 
LA_Y So.t. Bring them away. 
W. SMALL. How now ? 
My lawyer pinion'd ! I begin to stink 
Already. 
LADY SO.L Cheater, my daughter ! 
W. S3XLL. She's mad. 
THROAT. My wife, sir, my wife ! 
W. SIALL. They're mad, stark mad : 
I am sorry, sir, you have lost those happy wits. 
By which you liv'd so well. The air grows cold : 
Therefore I'll take my leave. 
LADY So-so. So, stay him, officers. 
Sir, 'tis not your tricks of wit can carry it. 
Officers, attach him and this gentleman 
For stealing away my heir. 
W. S.LLL. YOU do me wrong; 
Heart ! I never saw your heir. 
THROAT. That's a lie : 
You stole her, and by chance I married her. 
W. S.rALL. God give you joy, sir. 
THROAT. Ask the butler else. 
Therefore, widow, release me ; for by no law, 
Statute, or book-case of F'icesimo 
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THROAT. And my espoused wife. 
LADY So]I. Unmask her face. 
My daughter ? I defy her. 
W. SIALL. Your worship's wife. 
THROAT. I am gull'd and abus'd ; and by a statute 
Of Tricesimo of the late Queen 
I will star-chamber you all for cosenage, 
And be by law divorc'd. 
W. SMALL. Sir, 'twill not hold: 
She's your leeful, lawful, and true-wedded wife, 
.Teste Lieutenant BeaM. 
EARD. Was't you that brake my head ? 
W. SIALL. But why shouldst think much to die 
a cuckold, 
Being born a knave  As good lawyers as you 
Scorn not horns. 
THROAT. I am gull'd, ay me accurs'd ! 
Why should the harmless men be vex'd with horns, 
When women most deserve them ? 
W. SALL. I'll show you, sir : 
The husband is the wife's head, and, I pray, 
Where should the horns stand but upon the head ? 
Why, wert not thou begot (thou foolish knave) 
By a poor sumner on a serjeant's widow  
Vrert not thou a Puritan, and put in trust 
To gather relief for the distress'd Geneva Ins] ? 
And didst not thou leave thy poor brethren, 
And run away with all the money  Speak, 
Was not that thy first rising  Go, 
Y' are well-coupled : by Jove, ye are. She is 
But a younger sister newly come to town : 
She's current metal, not a penny the worse 
For a little use : whole within the ring, 
By my soul. 
BEARD. Will he take her, think'st thou  
BOT. Yes, faith upon her promise of amend- 
ment. 
Jus. TUT. The Iawyer is gull'd. 
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'. SMALL. That's all one: if God had not 
made 
Some elder brothers fools, how should witty 
Younger brothers be maintain'd ? 
Strike up, music ; let's have an old song : 
Since all my tricks have found so good success, 
We'll sing. ,lance, dice, and drink down heaviness. 

EPILOGUS. 

Thus two hours have brought to en,1 
What many tedious hours have petard : 
He dares not glory nor distrust ; 
But he (as other writers must) 
Submits the tensures  of his pains 
To those, whose wit and nimble brains 
Are able best to judge : and as for some 
Who, filled with malice, hither come 
To belch their poison on his labour, 
Of them he doth entreat no favour; 
But bids them hang or soon amen0t, 
For worth shall still itself defend. 
And for ourselves we do desire, 
You'll breathe on us that glowing  fire, 
By which in time we may obtaiu 
Like favours which some others gain ; 
For be assur'd our loves shall tend 
To equal theirs, if not transcend. 

 [Exertions.] = [Old copies, grovel,,9.] 
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I knew you one-and-twenty and a lord, 
When your discretions suck'd; is't come from 
nurse yet '| 
You scorn to be a scholar : you were born better. 
You have good lands--that's the best grounds of 
learning. 
If you can construe but your doctor's bill, 
Parse your wife's waiting-women, and decline your 
tenants, 
Till they're all beggars, with new fines and rac "ldngs; 
You're scholar good inough for a lady's son, 
That's born to living ; if you list to read, 
L'ide but to th' city and bestow your loo "ks 
On the court library, the mercer's books, 
They'll quickly furnish you; do but entertain 
A tailor for your tutor, to expound 
All the hard stuff to you, by what name and title 
Soever they be call'd. 
3D _NOB. I thank you, sir. 
Gov. "Tis happy you have learnt so much 
manners, 
Since you have so little wit. Fare you well, sir ! 
TYR. Let him be stay'd awhile! 
4TH NOB. Stay ! 
3D ,NOB. ]'ou must stay, sir. 
Gov. He's not so honest, sure, to change his 
mind, 
I[evoke his doom ; hell has more hope on him. 
TYr,. We have not ended yet, the worst part's 
coming, 
Thy banishment were gentle, were that all ; 
]Jut, to afflict thy soul before thou goest, 
Thou shalt behohl the heav'n that thou must lose 
In her that must be mine. 
Then to be banish'd, then to be depriv'd, 
Shows the full torment we provid for thee. 

[So 3I. The former edit. printed destruction.] 
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T'R. 'Tis true ; let 'era be both forc'd back ! 
[I'o the Offtcers. 
Stay, we command you. 
Thou tlk'st not like a. statesman; had my wrath 
Took hold of such extremity at first, 
They'd liv'd suspectfid still, warn'd by their fears, 
When now, that liberty makes them more secure, 
I'll take them at my pleasure ; it gives thee 
Freer access to play the father for us, 
And ply her to our will. 
:Nay, more : to vex his soul, We command straight 
They be divided into several rooms, 
Where he may only have a sight of her 
To his mind's torment, but his arms and lips 
Lock'd up, like felons, from her. 
HEL. :Now you win me. 
I like that cruelty pssing well, my lord. 
Trt. Give order with all speed. 
I-IEL. Though I be old, 
I need no spur, my lord ; honour pricks me. 
I do beseech your majesty, look cheerful, 
You shall not want content, if it be lock'd 
In any blood of mine ; the key's your own, 
You shall command the wards. 
T'. Say'st thou so, sir 
I were ungrateful, then, should I see thee 
Want power, that provides content for me. 
[Exempt. 

SCENE II. 

Enter L. /I,_NSELMUS, the dToed I(ing' brotlter, 
u, ith his friend VOTARIUS. 
VOT. Pray, sir, confine your thoughts and ex- 
CtlSe e 
Iethinks the depos'd king your brother's sorrow, 
Should find you business enough. 
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ANS. How, Votarius ! 
Sorrow for him? weak ignorance talks not like 
thee. 
Why, he was never happier. 
VOT. Pray, prove that, sir. 
ANs. He's lost the kingdom, but his mind's 
restor'd ; 
Which is the larger empire . prythee, tell me : 
Dominions have their limits ; the whole earth 
:Is ],ut a prisoner, as  the sea her jailor, 
That with a silver hoop locks in her body. 
They're fellow-prisoners, though the sea looks 
bigger, 
Because it is in office; and pride swells hirm 
But the unbounded kingdom of the mind 
Is as unlimitable as hear'n, that glorious court of 
spirits. 
Sir, if thou lov'st me, turn thine eye to me, 
And look not after him that needs thee not : 
3Iy brother's well-attended ; peace and pleasure 
Are never from his sight ; he has his mistress. 
She brought those serrants, and bestow'd them on 
him ; 
:But who brings mine ? 
VoT. Had you not both long since 
By a kind worthy lady, your chaste wife ? 
Axs. That's it that I take pains with thee to be 
sure of. 
What true report can I send to my soul 
(If that I know not ? We must only think 
Our ladies are good people, and so live with 'era : 
A fine security for them! our own thoughts 
Make the best fools of us : next to them, our wives. 
But say she's all chaste, yet is that her goodness . 
What labour is't for woman to keep constant, 
That's never tried or tempted  Where's her fight ? 

[The MS. reads nor, with the edition of 1824.] 
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The war's within her breast, her honest anger 
Agaiust the impudence of flesh and hell : 
So let me know the lady of my rest, 
Or I shall never sleep well ; give not me 
The thing that is thought good, but what's ap- 
prov'd so. 
So wise men choose. O, what a lazy virtue 
Is chastity ia a woman, if no sin 
Should lay temptation to't! prythee, set to her, 
And bring my peace along with thee. 
VoT. You put to me 
A business that will do my words more shame, 
Than ever they got honour among women. 
Lascivious eourtings among sinful mistresses 
Come ever seasonable, please best. 
:But let the boldest ruffian touch the ear 
Of modest ladies with adulterous sounds, 
Their very looks confound him, and force grace 
Into that cheek, where impudence sets her seal; 
That work is never undertook with courage, 
That makes his master blush. However, sir, 
What profit can return to you by knowing 
That which you do already with more toil ? 
Must a man needs, in having a rich diamond, 
Put it between a hammer and an anvil, 
And not believing the true worth and value, 
:Break it in pieces to find out the goodness, 
And in the finding lose it  Good sir, think on't 
Nor does it taste of wit to try their strengths 
That are created sickly, nor of manhood. 
We ought not to put blocks in women's ways, 
For some too often fall upon plain ground. 
Let me dissuade you, sir ! 
A.'s. ]4ave I a friend, 
And h my love so little interest in him, 
That I must trust some stranger with my heart, 
And go to seek him out ! 
Vow. Nay, hark you, sir ! 
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Before the question had been half-way through. 
But, dearest sir, I owe to you a reverence, 
A debt which both begins and ends with life : 
Never till then disch,rg'cl, 'tis so long lasting. 
Yet couhl you be more precious than a father, 
(Which next a husband is the richest treasure 
Mortality can show us) you should pardo me, 
And yet confess too that you found me kind 
To hear your words, though I withstood your 
mind. 
HEL. Say you so, daughter ? Troth, I thauk 
you kindly. 
] am in hope to rise well by your means, 
Or you to raise yourself; we're both beholding to 
you. 
Well, since I cannot win you, I commend you : 
I praise your constancy, and pardon you. 
Take Govianus to you, make the most of him, 
Pick out your husband there, so you'll but grant me 
One light request that follows 
LADY. Heaven forbid else, sir ! 
HEL. Give me the choosing of your friend, 
that's all. 
LADY. How, sir, my friend ?--a light request 
indeed ! 
Somewhat too light, sir, either for my wearing 
Or your own gravity, an' you look on't well ! 
HEL. Pish ! Talk like a woman, girl, not like 
a fool ! 
Thou knowest the end of greatness, and hast wit 
Above the flight of twenty feather'd mistresses, 
That glister in the sun of princes' favours. 
Thou ht discourse in thee fit for a -king's fellow- 
ship, 
A princely carriage and astonishing presence. 
What should a husband do with all this goodness . 
Alas ! one end on't is too much for him, 
Nor is it fit a subject should be master 
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I miss'd thee purposely, thank this dear creature. 
O, hadst thou been anything beside her father, 
I'd made a fearful reparation  on thee ; 
I would have sent thy soul to a darker prison 
Than any made of clay, and thy dead body 
As a token to the lustful king thy master. 
Art thou struck down so soon with the short sound 
Of this small earthly instrument, and dost thou 
So little fear the eternal noise of hell ? 
What's she ? Does she not bear thy daughter's name ? 
How stirs thy blood, sir ? Is there a dead feeling 
Of all things fatherly and honest in thee  
Say, thou couhist be content, for greatness' sake, 
To end the last act of thy life in pandrism, 
Must it needs follow tlat unmanly sin 
Can work upon the weakness of no woman 
But her, whose name and honour natural love 
Bids thee preserve more charily than eyesight, 
Health, or thy senses ? Can promotion's thirst 
Make such a father ? turn a grave old lord 
To a white-headed squire ? make him so base 
To buy his honours with his daughter's soul 
And the perpetual shaming of his blood ? 
Hast thou the leisure, thou forgetful man, 
To think upon advancement at these years ? 
What wouldst thou do with gTeatness ? dost thou 
hope 
To fray death with't ? or hast thou that conceit, 
That honour will restore thy youth again ? 
Thou art but mock'd, old fellow ! 'tis not so ; 
Thy hopes abuse thee, follow thine own business 
And list not to the syren of the world. 
Alas! thou hadst more need "kneel at an altar 
Than to a chair of state, 
And search thy conscience for thy sins of youth : 
That's work enough for age, it needs no greater. 

[Former edit., eparation.] 
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Do we both shun each other's company 
In all assemblies public, at all meetings, 
And drink to one another in one mistress ? 
3Iy very thought's my poison ; 'tis high time 
To seek for help. Where is our head physician, 
A doctor of my making and that lecher's ? 
O woman ! when thou once leav'st to be good. 
Thou car'st not who stands next thee ; every sin 
Is a compaction for thee: for thy once-crack'01 
honesty 
Is like the breaking of whole money : 
It never comes to good, but wastes away. 

Enter .A_.'SF.L3IUS. 

! 
A.- s. Votarius, 
VoT. Ha ! 
ANS. We miss'd you, sir, within. 
VOT. I miss'd you more without. Would you 
had come sooner, sir! 
ANs. Why, what's the business ? 
VOT. You should have seen a fellow, 
A common bawdy-house ferret, one Bellarius. 
Steal through this room, his whorish barren face 
Three quarters muffled : he is somewhere hid 
About the house, sir. 
Axs. Which way took the villain, 
That marriage felon---one that robs the mind 
Twenty times worse than any highway-striker, 
Speak, which way took he ? 
VOT. Marry, my lord, I think,- 
Let me see, which way wast now ? up yon stairs 
A.s. The way to chamb'ring ; did not I say still 
All thy temptations were too faint and lazy ; 
Thott didst not play 'em home. 
Vor. To tell you true, sir, 
I found her yielding, 'ere I left her last, 
And way'ring in her faith. 
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That's either kind or pleasant. I'm hardly dealt 
withal ; 
I must not miss her, I want her sight too long. 
Where's this old fellow ? 
SoPm Here's one, my lord, of threescore and 
seventeen. 
T'R. Fish! That old limber ass puts in hi 
head still. 
Helvetius ! where is he ? 
MEt. Not yet return'd, my lord. 

JL"lter HELVETIUS. 

TYR. Your lordship lies ; 
tIere comes the kingdom's father. Who amongst 
you 
Dares say this worthy man has not made speed ? 
I would fain hear that fellow ! 
Sorr[. I'll not be he ; 
I like the standing of my head too well 
To have it mended ! 
TYR. Thy sight quickens me. 
I find a better health when thou art present, 
Than all times else can bring me, ls the answer 
As pleasing as thyself 
HEL. Of what, my lord ? 
TYR. Of what? fie now] He d not say so, 
did he ? 
SOPH. O, no, my lord, not he ; he spoke no such 
WOrd. 
I'll say, as he would have't, for I'd be loth 
To have my body used like butchers' meat. [Ase.] 
TY. When comes she to our bed  
HEL. Who, my lord ? 
T'. Hark You heard that plain amongst 
you ? 
SoPm O my lord, as plain as my wife's tongue, 
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And greater in their goodness than their great- 
ness  
And must I take my pay all in base. money ? 
I was a lord born, set by all court grace : 
And am I thrust now to a squire's place  
TYR. How comes the moon to change so in this 
manner. 
That was in full, but now, of all performance, 
And swifter than our wishes . I beshrew that 
virtue, 
That busied herself with ],im: she might have 
found 
Some other work. The man was fit for me, 
Before she spoil'd him. She has wrong'd my 
heart in't, 
And marr'd me a good workman. _Now his art 
fails him, 
What makes the man at court ? This is no place 
For fellows of no parts ; he lives not here, 
That puts himself from action, when we need him. 
I take off all thy honours, and bestow 'era 
On any of this rank that will deserve 'era. 
SoPr. lIy lord, that's I : trouble your grace no 
further. 
I'll undertake to bring her to your bed 
With some ten words. :Marry, they're special 
charms : 
.Yo lady can withstand 'emma witch taught me 'era. 
If you doubt me, I'll leave my wife in pawn 
For my true loyalty, and your majesty 
May pass away the time, till I return. 
I have a care in all things. 
TYt. That may thrive best, 
Which the least hope looks after ; but, however, 
Force shall help nature ; I'll be so sure now 
Thy willfigness may be fortunate. We employ 
thee. 
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So by imprisonment I sustain great loss ; 
Heav'n opens to that man the world keeps close. 
[1xit with GUARD. 
Sol, ft. But I'll not go to prison to try that, 
Give me the open world : there's a good air ! 
TYl. I would fain send death after him, but I 
dare not-- 
He mws I dare not ; that would ve just cause 
Of her unkindness everlasting to me. 
His life may thank his daughter. Sophonirus ! 
Here, take this jewel, bear it as a token 
To our heart's saint, 'twill do thy words m, 
harm ; 
Speech may do much, but wealth's a greater 
charm 
Than any made of words  and to be sure, 
]f one or both should fail, I provide farther. 
Call forth those resolute fellows, whom our 
clemency 
Sav'd from a death of shame in time of war 
For field offences : give them charge from us 
They arm themselves with speed, beset the house 
Of Govianus round ; that if thou fail'st, 
Or stay'st beyond the time thou leaZst with them, 
They may with violence break in themselves, 
And seize her for our use. 
[Exeunt. 3[aet SoPHONIRUS. 
SorIt. They're not so savage 
To seize her for their own, I hope, 
As there are many knaves will begin first, 
And bring their lords the bottom ; I have bee 
serv'd so 
A hundred times myself by a scurvy page 
That I kept once ; but my wife lov'd him, 
And I could not help it. [Eit. 
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L.I)Y. My lord, be now as sudden as you 
please, sir ! 
I am ready for your hand. 
Gov. But that's not ready. 
'Tis the bar, lest work that ever man was put to ; 
I know not which way to begin to come to't. 
Believe me, I shall never "kill thee well : 
I shall but shame myself; it were but folly, 
Dear soul, to boast of more than I can perform. 
I shall not have the power to do thee right in't : 
Thou descry'st death with speed, a quick despatch, 
The pain but of a twinkling, and so sleep. 
If I do't, I shall make thee live too long, 
And so spoil all that way; I prythee, excuse 
Ille. 
LADY. I should not be disturb'd, an' you did 
well, sir : 
I have prepar'd myself fir rest and silence, 
And took my leave of words ; I am like one 
Removing from her house, that locks up all; 
And rather than she would displace her goods, 
]Iakes shift with anything for the time she stays ; 
Then look not for more speech, th' extremity 
speaks 
Enough to serve us both, had we no tongues. 
Hark! [ KwcL'ing witl, i. 
WItHIn. Lord Sophonirus ! 
Gov. Which hand shall I take ? 
LADY. Art thou yet ignorant! There is nu 
way 
But through my bosom. 
Gov. Must I lose thee, then ? 
LADY. They're but thine enemies, that tell thee 
His lust may part me from thee, but death never ; 
Thou can.-:t not lose me then ; for, dying thine, 
Thou dost enjoy me still. Kings cannot rob thee. 
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It tir'd me ; I was fain to fall and rest; 
And hast thou, valiant woman, overcome 
Thy honour's en'mies with thine own white hand, 
Where virgin-victory sits, all without help '! 
Eternal praise go with thee ! Spare not now, 
2Iake all the haste you can. I'll plant this bawd 
Against the door, the fittest place for him ; 
That when with uny..,overn'd weaoon 
1" " - , s they rush in, 
B reded wth fury, they may take his death 
Into the purple number of heir deeds, 
And wipe it off from mine ; 
[Places the corpse ofSoPoNIRUS aainst the door.  
Knockin withb. 
How now, forbear, 
5Iy lord's at hand ! 
WithIN. 5Iy lord, and ten lords more : 
I hope the "king's ocers are above them all. 

.Enter the IELLOWS, well-weaponed. 
Gov. Life ! what do you do, take heed ! Bless 
the old man ! 
My Lord All-ass, my lord, he's gone ! 
lST OFFICER. Farewell he then. 
We have no eyes to pierce thorough inch boards. 
'Twas his own folly ; the king must be serv'd, 
And shall; the best is, we shall ne'er be han;d 
for't, 
There's such a number guilty. 
Gov. Poor my lord ! 
He went some twice embassador, and behav'd him- 
self 
So wittily in all his actions. 
2D OFFICER. My lord ! what's she  
Gov. Let me see ! 
What should she be ? Now I remember her 

[Compare Hazlitt', " Popular Poetry," iii. 131.] 
VOI X. 2 E 
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To be a flatterer now, his grace will run 
Into so many moods, there'll be no finding ,,f 
him : 
As good seek a wild hare without a hound now. 
A vengeance of your babbling ! these old fellows 
Will hearken after secrets as their lives, " 
But keep 'era in, e'cn as they keep their wives. 
FEL. We have watch'd fairly. 
[Exetnt. ][anet GOVIANt's. 
Gov. What a comfort 'tis 
To see 'era goue without her; faith, she tom me 
Her everlasting sleep would bring me joy, 
Yet I was still unwilling to believe her, 
Her life was so sweet to me, like some man 
In time of sickness, that would rather wish 
(To please his fearful flesh) his former health 
Restor'd to him than death, when after trial, 
If it were possible, ten thousand worhls 
Could not entice hin to return again, 
And walk upon the earth from whence he flew : 
So stood my wish, joy'd in her life and breath, 
Now gone, there is no heav'n but after death. 
Come, thou delicious treasure of mankind, 
To him that knows what virtuous woman is, 
And can discreetly love her ! the whole world 
Yields not a jewel like her, ransack rocks 
And caves beneath the deep ! O thou fair spring 
Of honest and religious desires, 
:Fountain of weeping honour, I will kiss thee 
After death's marble lip ! thou'rt cold enough 
To lie entomb'd now )ff thy  father's side 
Without offence in kindred ; there I'll place thee 
With one I lov'd the dearest next to thee; 
Help me to mourn, all that love chastity. [Exit. 

[Ms. and former edit., 
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Destruction before me ? was I no better  
How much am I exalted to my face, 
And when I would be grac'd, how little worthy 
There's few kings know how rich they are in 
goodness, 
Or what estate they have in grace and virtue : 
There is so much deceit in glosers' tongues, 
The truth is taken from us ; we know nothing 
But what is for their purpose. That's our stint 
We are allow'd no more. O wretched greatness 
I'll cause a sessions for my flatterers, 
And have them all hang'd up. 'Tis done 
late. 
O, she's destroy'd, married to death and silence, 
Which nothing can divorce--riches nor laws, 
'or all the violence that this frame can raise. 
I've lost the comfort of her sight for ever, 
I cannot call this life that flames within me, 
:But everlasting torment lighted up, 
To show my soul her beggary. A new joy 
Is come to visit me in spite of death ! 
It takes me of that sudden, I'm asham',l 
Of my provision, but a friend will bear. Within 
there ! 
'tO" OLDIERS. 
1ST SOL. Sir ? 
2D SOL. My lord ! 
TYR. The men I wish'd for for secresy 
employment. 
Go, give order that Govianus be releas'd. 
4TH SOL. Releas'd, sir ? 
T-R. Set free i and then I trust he will fly the 
kingdom, 
And never know my purpose. Run, sir! 
[Exit 4TH SOLDIER. 
You 
Bring me the keys of the cathedral. 
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nigh to turn me of some religion or other, and so 
make me forfeit my lieutenantship. 
T'R. 0, have we got the mastery ? Hell,, you 
vassals ! 
Freeze you in idleness, and can see us sweat ? 
29 SoL. We sweat with fear, as much as work 
can make us. 
TY]. Remove the stone, that I may see my 
mistress ! 
Set to your hands, you villains, and that nimbly, 
Or the same axe shall make you all fly open ! 
ALL. O good my lord ! 
TYI. I must not be delay'd. 
lST SOL. This is ten thousand times worse thau 
entering on a breach : 
'Tis the first stone that ever I took off 
Frora any lady ; marry, I have brought 'em many ; 
Fair diamonds, sapl, hires, rubies. 
[]'he. rai, e the stone.] 
TY. 0 bless'd object! 
I never shall be weary to behold thee ; 
I could eternally stand thus and see thee. 
Why, 'tis not possible, death should look so fair. 
Life is not more illustrious, a when health smil.s 
on't ; 
She's only pale, the colour of the court., 
And most attractive ; mistresses most strive for't ; 
And their lascivious servants most affect it. 
Lay to your hands again ! 
ALL. My lord  
TYro Take up her body ! 
lS,T SOL. How, my lord? 
TYro Her body. 
lST SOL. She's dead, my lord. 
TYR. True, if she were alive, 

 [Lustrous, bright.] 
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Such slaves as you should not come near to touch 
her : 
Do't, and with all best reverence place her here. 
lsv SOL. Not only, sir, with reverence, but with 
fear ; 
You shall have more than your own asking once. 
I am afraid of nothing, but she'll rise 
At the first jog, and save us all a labour. 
2D SoL. Then we were best take her up, and 
never touch her. 
lST SOL. How can that be? does fear make 
thee mad ? 
I've took up many a woman in my days, 
But never with less pleasure, I protest. 
T'R. O, the moon rises ! what reflection 
Is thrown about this sanctified building, 
E'en in a twinkling ! How the monuments glister, 
As if death's palaces were all massy silver, 
And scorn'd the name of marble ! Art thou cold ? 
I have no faith in't yet : I believe none. 
Madam ! 'tis I, sweet lady : prythee, speak, 
'Tis thy love calls on theethy king, thy servant. 
No ! not a word ? all prisoners to pale silence ! 
I'll prove a kiss. 
2D SOL. Here's fine chill venery; 
'Twould make a pander's heels ache, I'll be sworn ; 
All my teeth chatter in my head to see't. [Aside.] 
Tv. Thou'rt cold indeed, beshrew thee for't, 
Unkind to thine own blood, hard-hearted lady ! 
What injury hast thou offer'd to the youth 
And pleasure of thy d,ys ? refuse the court, 
And steal to this hard lodging ! was that wisdom? 
O, I could chide thee with mine eye brimful, 
And weep out my forgiveness, when I've done ! 
.Nothing hurt thee but want of woman's counsel ; 
Hadst thou but ask'd th' opinion of most ladies, 
Thou'dst never come to this ! they would have told 
thee, 
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How dear a treasure life and youth had been ; 
'Tis that they fear to lose : the very name 
{_'an make more gaudy tremblers in a minute, 
Than heaven, or sin, or hell--these are last thought 
on. 
And where gott'st thou such boldness from the rest 
Of all thy timorous sex, to do a deed here 
Upon thyself would plunge the world's best soldier 
And make him twice bethink him and again, 
And yet give over ? Since thy life has left me, 
I'll clasp the body for the spirit that dwelt in it, 
And love the house still for the mistress' sake. 
Thou art mine now, spite of destruction 
And Govianus ; and I will possess thee. 
I once read of a Herod, whose affection 
Pursued a virgin's love, as I did thine: 
Who, for the hate she owed him, kill'd herself, 
As thou too rashly didst without all pity, 
Yet he preserv'd her body dead in honey, 
And kept her long after her funeral ; 
But I'll unlock the treasure-house of art 
With keys of gold, and bestow all on thee. 
Here, slaves ! receive her humbly from our arms. 
Upon your knees, you villains !all's too little, 
If you should sweep the pavement with your lips. 
1sT SoL. What strange brooms he invents ! 
[ A side. 
TYg. So ! reverently ! 
Bear her before us gently to the palace. 
Place you the stone again, where first we found it. 
[Exeunt. Manet 1ST SOLDIER. 
ls SOL. ]Iust this on now to deceive all comers, 
And cover emptiness ? 'tis, for all the world, 
Like a great city-pie brought to a table, 
Where there be many hands that lay about. 
The lid's shut close, when all the meat's pick'd out, 
Yet stands to make a show, and cosen people. 
[Exit. 
VOL. X. 2 F 
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I should endure them smiling ! keep me still 
In terror, I beseech thee ! I'd not change 
This fever for felicity of man, 
Or all the pleasures of ten thousand ages. 
GHOST. Dear lord, I come to tell you all my 
vro II gS. 
Gov. Welcome ! Who wrongs the spirit of my 
love  
Thou art above the injuries of blood, 
Theycannot reach thee now; what dares offendthee  
So life that has the weight of flesh upon't, 
And treads as I do, can now wrong my mistress. 
GrOST. The peace that death allows me is not 
mine, 
The monument is robb'd. Behold ! I'm gone. 
My body taken up. 
Gov. [L(fts the stone.] 'Tis gone, indeed, 
What villain dares so fearfully run in debt 
To black eternity ? 
GHOST. He that dares do more--the tyrant. 
Gov. All the miseries below 
eward his boldness ! 
GHOST. I am now at court 
In his own private chamber : there he wooes me, 
knd plies his suit to me with as serious pains, 
As if the short flame of mortality 
Were lighted up again in my cold breast ; 
Folds me within his arms, and often sets 
A sinful kiss upon my senseless lip ; 
Weeps when he sees the paleness of my cheek. 
And will send privately fer a hand of art, 
That may dissemble life upon my face, 
To please his lustful eye. 
Gov. 0 piteous wrongs ! 
Inh,man injuries, without grace or mercy ! 
GHOST. I leave them to thy thought, dearest of 
men ! 
ly rest is lost  thou must restore't again. 
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Gov. O, fly me not so soon ! 
GHOST. Farewell, true lord. 
[The GHOST disappear.. 
Gov. I cannot spare thee yet. I'll make myself 
Over to death too, and we'll walk together 
Like-loving spirits; I pray thee, let's do so. 
She's snatch'd away by fate, and I talk sickly ; 
I must despatch this business upon earth, 
Before I take that .iourney. 
I'll to my brother f,,r his aid or counsel. 
So wrong'd ? O heaven, put arnour on my spirit ! 
Her body I will place in her first nest, 
Or in th' attempt lock death into my breast. [Exit. 

ACT V., SCENE 1. 
Enter VOTARIUS, with -NSEL31US. 
VOT. You shall stand here, my lord, unseen, 
Aud hear all; do I deal now like a right 
F,iend with you ? 
ANs. Like a most faithful. 
VoT. You shall have her mind, e'en as it comes 
to me, 
Though I undo her by't; your friemtship, sir, 
Is the sweet mistress that I only serve; 
I prize the roughness of a man's embrace 
Before the soft lips of a hundred ladies. 
As. And that's an honest mind of thee. 
VOT. Lock yourself, sir, 
Into that closet, and be sure none see you. 
Trust not a creature ; we'll have all round clear, 
E'cn as the heart affords it. 
A,s. "Tis a match, sir. [Exit. 
VOT. Troth, he says true then, 'tis a match 
deed. 
He does not know the strength of his owu words 
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Vor. Have you her mind  
1 scorn to take her answer of her broker. 
LEo. Madam $ 
IFE. What's there How now, sir, what's 
your business ? 
We see your boldness plain. 
VOT. I came to see you, madam. 
W1rw. Farewell, then ! though 'twas impudence 
too much, 
When I was private. 
VOT. Madam ! 
WIRE. He was born 
To beggar all my patience. 
VOT. I'm bold 
Still to prefer my love ; your woman hears me not. 
WIrw. Where's modesty and honour ? Have I 
not thrice 
Answer'd thy lust ? 
LEO. By'r lady, I think owner. [Aside. 
WFF And darest thou yet look with tempta- 
tion on us  
Since nothing will prevail, come, death--come, 
vengeance-- 
I will forget the weakness of my kind, 
And force thee from my chamber. 
[She thrusts at VOTARIUS with the aord. 
VOT. How now, lady! 
'Ud's life, you prick me, madam ! 
WIRE. Prythee, peace ! 
I will not hurt thee ; will you yet be gone, sir .t 
LEo. He's upon going, I think. 
VOT. Madam, you deal false with me ; 0, I feel 
it; 
You're a most treacherous lady ! this thy glory ! 
My breast is all a-fire ! O-- []_)ies. 
LEO. Ha, ha, ha! 
ANs. Ha ! I believe her constancy too late, 
Confirm'd e'en in the blood of my best friend ; 



"/HE SECOND MAIDEN'S TRAGEDY. 

Is bohl to take acquaintance of nay blood too, 
And serves us both to make up death withal. 
ANS. I ask no more of destiny, but to fall 
('lose by the chaste side of my virtuous mistress ; 
If all the treasure of nay weeping strength 
Be left so wealthy but to purchase that, 
I have the dear wish of a great man's spirit, 
Yet favour me, O, yetI thank thee, fate, 
I expire cheerfully, and We death a smile. 
[ANSELMU$ (lies. 
BEL. O rage ! I pity now mine enemy's flesh. 

L ttter GOVIANUS, oith Servants. 

Gov. Where should he be  
lST SEa. My lady, sir, will tell you. 
She's in her chamber here. 
2D SE. O my lord ! 
Gov. Peacemy honourable brother--madam 
all Z 
So many dreadful deeds, and not one tongue 
Left to proclaim 'era. 
BEt,. ]'es, here, if a voice 
,Some minutes' long may satisfy your ear, 
I have theft time llowed it. 
Gov. 'Tis enough, 
Bestow it quickly, ere death sntch it from thee. 
:BEt,. That lord, your brother, made his frieml 
Votarius 
To tempt his lady ; she was won to lust, 
The ct reveal'd here by her serving-woman ; 
But that wise close adultress, stor'd with art 
To prey upon the weakness of that lord, 
Dissembled a great rage upon her love, 
And indeed kill'd him, which so won her husband, 
He slew this right discoverer in his fury, 
Who (being nay mistress) I was mo'd in haste 
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To take some pains with him, and he's paid me 
for it. 
As for the cunning lady, I commend her ; 
She perform'd that which never woman tried : 
.She ran upon our weapons, and so died. 
Now you have all, I hope I shall sleep quiet. [Dis. 
ANS. O thunder! that awakes me e'en from 
death, 
And makes me curse my confidence with cold lips ; 
I feel his words in flames about my soul, 
lie's more than kill'd me. 
Gov. ]3rother ! 
ANS. I repent the smile 
That I bestow'd on destiny ? O whore ! 
I fliug thee thus from my believing breast 
With all the strength I have ; my rage is great, 
Although my veins grow beggars ; now I sue 
To die far from thee ; may we never meet. 
Were my soul bid to joy's eternal banquet, 
An01 were assur'd to find thee there a guest, 
I'd sup with torments, and refuse that feast. 
[  thou beguiler of man's easy trust ! 
The serpent's wisdom is in women's lust. [Dies. 
Gov. Is death so long a-coming to mankind, 
It must be met half-way ? O cruel speed! 
There's few men 1,ay their debts before their day ; 
If they be ready at their time. 'tis well 
And but a few that are so. What strange haste 
Was made among these people ! lIy heart weeps 
for't. 
:, bear those bodies to a place more comely. 
Brother, I came for thy advice ; but I 
Find thee so ill a councillor to thyself, 
That I repent my pains, and depart sighing. 
The body of my love is still at court : 
I am not well to think on't; the poor spirit 
Was with me once again about it, troth ; 
Aud I can put it off no more for shame, 
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Or else the reckoning wouhl fall short sometimes, 
And servants woud look out for better wages. 

Enter 3D SOLDIER, zt] GOVIANUS disguised. 
2D SOL. He's come, my lord. 
TYR. Depart then : is that he? 
3 SoL. The privatest I could get, my lord. 
Gov. [Aide.] 0 heaven  marry patience to m) 
spit  
Give me  sober fury, I beseech thee : 
A rage that may not overcharge my blood, 
And do myself most hurt  'tis strange to me 
To see thee here at court, and gone t}om hence. 
Didst thou make hste to leave the world for this ? 
O, who dsres play with ,lestiay but he 
That wesrs security so thick upon him, 
The thought of death and hell cannot pierce 
through  
TYR. 'Twas circumspectly carried : leave us, go 
Be nearer, sir : thou' much commended to us. 
Gov. It is the hand, my lord, commends thc 
workman. 
Tyro Thou speak'st both modesty and truth 
that : 
We need that art that thou a master of. 
Gov. My khg is mter both of that and 
TYro Look oa yon face, and tell me what it 
wants. 
Gov. Which ? that, sir ? 
TvR. That  what wants it ? 
Gov. Troth, my lord, 
Some thousand years' sleep nd a marbl pillow. 
Tv. What's that ? obsee it still : all the best 
Have the most fools and drunkards to their ster. 
Thy apprehension has too gross  film 
To be employed t court ; what colour wants she ? 
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Of the bright sun from us, when it makes winter, 
And kills with unkind coldness ; so is't yonder. 
An everlasting frost hangs now upon her, 
And in such a season men will force 
A heat into their bloods with exercise, 
In spite of extreme weather. So shall 
P,y art force beauty on yon lady's face, 
Though death sit frowning on't a storm of hail, 
To beat it off--our pleasure shall prevail. 
Gov. My lord ! 
T,ZR. Hast done so soon ? 
Gov. That's as your gTace 
Gives approbation. 
TYI. O, she lives again ! 
She'll presently speak to me, keep her up 
I'll have her swoon no more, there's treachery in't 
Does she not feel warmer to thee  
Gov. Very little, sir. 
TYR. The heat wants cherishing then : our arms 
and lips 
Shall labour life into her. Wake, sweet mistress 
'Tis I that call thee at the door of life. [Kisses the 
body.] Ha ! 
I talk so long to death, I'm sick myself: 
Methinks an evil scent still follows me. 
Gov. Maybe, 'tis nothing but the colour, sir, 
That I laid on. 
TvR. Is that so strong ? 
Gov. Yes, faiflb sir, 
'Twas the best poison I could get for money. 
[Throws off' his disguise. 
TVR. Govianus ! 
Gov. 0 thou sacrilegious villain ! 
Thou thief of rest, robber of monuments ! 
Cannot the body, after funeral, 
Sleep in the grave for thee ? must it be rais'd 
Only to please the wickedness of thine eye 
Do all things end with death, and not thy lust 
VOL. X, 2 G 
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For thy abuser falls, and has no power 
To vex thee farther. 
GHost. My truest love ! 
Live ever-honoured here, and bless'd above, 
TyPe. O, if there be a hell for flesh and spirit, 
'Tis built within this bosom 

Eter NOBLES. 
lIy lords, treason ! 
ov. Now, death, I'm for thee ; welcome  
TYn. Your king's poison'd ! 
lIv.. The King of heaven be prais'd for it ! 
TvR. Lay hold on him-- 
On Govianus ! 
Mv.. E'en with the best loves 
And truest hearts that ever subjects owed. 
TR. How's that  I charge you all, lay hands 
on him- 
iIv.L Look you, my lord, your will shall be 
obey'd : 
Here comes another, we'll have his hand too. 

Jnler IELVETIUS. 
HEL. You shall have both mine, if that work 
go forward, 
Beside my voice and knee. 
TYP ttelvetius ! 
Then my destruction was eonfirm'd amongst 'era ; 
Premeditation wrought it. O my torments! 
ALL. Live Govianus long our virtuous king ! 
[Flourish. 
Tx. That thunder strikes me dead. 
Gov. I cannot better 
Reward my joys than with astnish'd silence ; 
For all the wealth of words is not of power 
To make up thanks for you, my honoured lords : 
I'm like a man pluck'd up fi'om many waters, 
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That never look'd for help, and am here placed 
Upon this cheerful mountain, where prosperity 
Shoots forth her richest beam. 
MEt. Long-injured lord ! 
The tyranny of his actions grew so weighty, 
His life so vicious--- 
I-IEL. To which this is witness, 
]Ionster in sin !--this, the disquieted body 
Of my too resolute child in honour's war. 
]IEM. That hebecameashatefultoour minds--- 
HEL. As death's unwelcome to a house of riches, 
Or what can more express it. 
Gov. Well, he's gone, 
And all the kingdom's evils perish with him ! 
And since the body of that virtuous lady 
Is taken from her rest, in memory 
Of her admired mistress, 'tis our will 
It receive honour dead, as it took part 
With us in all afflictions when it lived ; 
Here place her in this throne, crown her our queen,  
The first and last that ever we make ours. 
Her constancy strikes so much firmness in us. 
That honour done, let her be solemnly borne 
Unto the house of peace, from whence she came, 
As queen of silence. 
[The spirit here enters again, and stays to go out 
with the body, as it were attending it. 
0 welcome, bless'd spirit ! 
Thou need'st not mistrust me, I have a care 
As jealous as thine own : we'll see it done, 
And not believe report ; our zeal is such, 
SVe cannot reverence chastity too much. 
Lead on ! I would those ladies that fill honour's 
rooms 
iight all be borne so virtuous to their tombs ! 
[Solemn music lolays them ott. 

 A similar instance of posthumous coronation is men- 
tioned in Camons' "Lusiad," canto iii. 
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ENGLISHMEN FOR MONEY; 

A W05IAN WILL HAVE HER WILl. 

ACT I., SCEhTE 1. 

Enter PISARO. 

How smug this grey-ey'd morning seems to be ! 
A pleasant sight ; but yet more pleasure have I 
To think upon this moist'ning southwest wind, 
That drives my laden ships from fertile Spain. 
But come what will, no wind can come amiss. 
For two and thirty winds that rule the seas, 
And blow about this airy re, on, 
Thirty-two ships have I to equal them, 
Whose wealthy freights do make Pisaro rich : 
Thus every soil to me is natural 
Indeed, by birth I am a Portingal 
Vho, driven by western winds on English shore, 
Here, liking of the soil, I married, 
And have three daughters: but impartial death 
Long since depriv'd me of her dearest life; 
Since whose decease in London I have dwelt, 
And by the sweet-lov'd trade of usury, 
Letting for interest and on mortgages, 
Do I wax rich ; though many gentlemen 
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By my extortion come to misery. 
Amongst the rest, three English gentlemen 
Have pawned to me their livings and their lands : 
Each several hoping, though their hopes are vain, 
By marriage of my daughters to possess 
Their patrimonies and their lands again. 
But gold is sweet, and they deceive themselves ; 
For though I gild my temples with a smile, 
It is but Jud,s-like to work their ends. 
But soft, what noise of footing do I hear ? [Retires. 

nier LAIrENTIA, ][ARINA, ATHEA.. and 
ANTHONY. 
LAUR. IOW, master, what intend you to read 
to us ? 
ANTH. Pisaro, your father, would have me read 
moral philosophy. 
MAR. What's that ? 
ANTH. First tell me how you like it ? 
MATIL First tell us what it is. 
PIs. They be my daughters and their school- 
master. 
Pisaro, not a word, but list their talk. [As/. 
ATH. Gentlewomen, to paint philosophy, 
Is to present youth with so sour a dish, 
As their abhorring stomachs hill digest. 
When first my mother Oxq'ord (England's pride) 
Foster'd me, pupil-like, with her rich store, 
lIy study was to read philosophy ; 
But since my headstrong youth's unbridled will, 
Scorning the leaden fetters of restraint, 
Hath prun'd my feathers to a higher pitch. 
Gentlewomen, moral philosophy is a kind of art, 
The most contrary to your tender sexes ; 
It teaeheth to be grave, and on that brow, 
Where beauty in her rarest glory shines, 
Plants the sad semblance of decayed age. . 
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Say, man, how fare our loves ? how doth Iathea ? 
Can she love Sed  how cloth she like my suit ? 
Will old Fisaro take me for his son  
For, I thank God, he kindly takes our lands, 
Swearing, " Good gentlemen, you shall not want, 
Whilst old Fisaro and his credit hold :" 
He will be damn'd, the rogtle, before he do't ! 
HaR. Prythee, talk milder : let but thee alone, 
And thou in one bare hour will ask him more 
Than he'll remember in a hundred years. 
Come from him, Anthony, and say, what new.. 
AXTm The news for me is bad ; and tiffs it is : 
Pisaro hath discharg'd me of his service. 
HEmH. Discharg'd thee of his service ! for what 
cause ? 
ANTtt. :Nothing, 
:But that his daughters learn philosophy. 
HAI. Maids should read that; it teacheth 
modesty. 
A.XTI-I. Ay, but I left out mediocrity, 
And with effectual reasons urged your loves. 
VAL. The fault waz small: we three will to 
thy master, 
And beg thy pardon. 
ANTH. O, that cannot be : 
He hates you far worse than he hates me ; 
For all the love he shows is for your lands, 
"Which he hopes, sure, will fall into his hands. 
Yet, gentlemen, this comfort take of me, 
ttis daughters to your loves affected be. 
Their father is abroad, they three at home. 
Go cheerly in, and seize that is your own. 
And, for myself, but grace what I intend : 
I'll overreach the churl, and help my friend. 
HEIGH. :Build on our helps, and'but devise the 
meal, s. 
AXT. Pisaro did command Frisco his man 
(A simple sot, kept only but for mirthb 
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WAL. That's my good girls, and I'll pay you for 
all. 
HAP,. Come to th' Exchange, and when I feel 
decay, 
Send me such wenches, heavens, I still shall pray. 
[Exeunt. 

ACT II., SCENE 1. 

F.Mer PISARO, DELION the _Frenchman, VANDAL 
the Dutchman  and other Merchants, at several 

PIs. Good morrow, Master Strangers. - 
STRAN. Good morrow, sir. 
Ps. This (lo'ing friends)hath thus emboldened 
me ; 
For, knowing the affection and the love, 
Master Vandallo, that you bear my daughter. 
Likewise, and that with joy, considering too, 
You, Monsieur Delion, would fain despatch, 
I promise you (methinks, the time did fit, 
And does by'r Lady too, in mine advice) 
This day to clap a full conclusion up : 
And therefore made I bold to call on you, 
5Ieaning (our business done here at the Burse) 
That you at mine entreaty should walk home, 
And take in worth such viands as I have ; 
And then we would, and so I hope we shall, 
Loosely tie up the knot that you desire, 
But for a day or two, and then Church rites 
Shall sure conform, confirm, and make all fast. 

 Alraro the Italian is also mentioned, but he does not 
enter till some time afterwards. 
 By Master 8tranger$ he means the ' other merchants," 
as he knows Delion and Vandal. 
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Pro. Thanks is too small a guerdon for such news. 
How like you this news, friends ? Master Vandal, 
Here's somewhat towards for my daughter's dowry: 
Here's somewhat more than we did yet exp.ect. 
Tow. :But hear you, sir; my business s not 
,lone : 
From these same ships I did receive these lines, 
And there enclos'd this same bill of exchange, 
To pay at sight, if so you please accept it. 
Pts. Accept it, why ? What, sir, should I accept ? 
Have you received letters, and not I ? 
Where is this lazy villain, this slow post ? 
What, brings he every man his letters home, 
And makes me nobody ? does he, does he ? 
I would not have you bring me counterfeit ; 
And if you do, assure you I shall smell it: 
I know my factor's w!'iting well enough. 
T)w. You do, sr; then see your factor's 
xTiting. 
I scorn as much as you to counterfeit. 
Ps. 'Tis well you do, sir. 

nter HARVEY, VA_LGRAVE, and HEIGHASL 

qmt ! Master Walgrave and my other friends, 
You are grown strangers to Pisaro's house : 
I pray, make bold with me. 
WAL. Ay, with your daughters, 
You may be sworn, we'll be as bold as may be. 
[Aside. 
PS. Would you have augh with me  I pray 
now speak. 
HEmH. Sir, I think you understand our suit, 
By the repairing we have had to you : 
Gentlemen, you "know, must want no coin, 
Nor are they slaves unto it, when they have it ; 
You may perceive our minds ; what say you to't . 
Ps. Gentlemen all I love you all : which mor 
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Tow. Now, sir, what doth your factor's letters 
say ? 
PIs. Marry, he saith these witless, luckles. 
dolts 
Have met, and are beset with Spanish galleys, 
As they did sail along by Italy ! 
What a bots made the dolts near Italy ? 
Could they not keep the coast of Barbary ? 
Or, having pass'd it, gone for Tripoli, 
Being on the other side of Sicily, 
As near as where they were unto the Straits ? 
For by the globe both Tripoli and it 
Lie from the Straits some twenty-five degrees. 
And each degree makes threescore English miles. 
Tow. Very true, sir: but it makes nothing 
My bill of exchange. This dealing fits not one 
Of your account. 
Ps. And what fits yours ? a prating, wranglin 
tongue, 
A woman's ceaseless and incessant babbling, 
That sees the world turn'd topsy-turvy  with me. 
Yet hath not so much wit to stay a while, 
Till I bemoan my late excessive loss. 
W).L. 'Swounds! 'tis dinner-time, I'll stay 
longer. 
Hark you a word, sir. 
PIs. I tell you, sir, it wottld have made you 
whine 
Worse than if shoals of luckless croaking ravens 
Had seiz'd on you, to feed their famished paunches. 

 This word seems to have puzzled our dictionary-makers 
very needlessly. Mr Todd quotes Skinner, who derives i 
from top and turf: the etymology is very simple, and will 
be acknowledged the instant it is stated: topsy-turr! 
is only an abbreviatmn of topside 'otlter vzay, or the upper 
end of anything turned downwards--l.e., bottom upwards. 
Archdeacon Nares got as far as top side, but furry, he 
acknowledged, set his ingenuity at defiance. 
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PIs. Why, gentlemen, I pray, who bad you 
now ? 
Whoever did it, sure, hath done you wrong ; 
For scarcely could you come to worser cheer. 
HEmH. It was your on self bad us to thi 
cheer, 
When you were busy with Balsaro talkiag. 
You bad us cease our suits till dinner-time, 
And then to use it for our table-talk : 
And we, I warrant you, us sure  steel. 
PIS. A murrain on yourselves and sureness too ! 
How am I cross'd ! God's me, what shall I do . 
This was that ill news of the Spanish pirates, 
That so disturb'd me. Well, I must dissemble, 
And bid them welcome ; but for my daughters, 
l'll send them hence ; they shall not stand and 
prate. [Aside.] 
Well, my mnsters, gentlemen, and friends, 
Though unexpected, yet most heartily welcome 
Welcome with n vengeance [.4dde]but for your 
cheer, 
That will be small : yet too-too much for you. 
[Aside. 
Mall, in and get things ready. Laurentia, 
Bid Maudlin lay the cloth, take up the meat. 
Look, how she stirs ; you sullen elf, you callet! 
Is this the haste you make ? 
iE.reut [ARINA azl LAURENTIA. 
ALV. Signor Pisaro, ne soit so malcontento : de 
gentlewoman your figliola dit parla but a litella to 
de gentlehomo our grande amico. 
PIS. But that grande amico is your grande 
inimico : 
()ne, if they be suffered to parlar, 
Will poll you, ay, and pill you of your wife. 
They love together, and the other two 
Love her two sisters : but 'tis only you 
Shall crop the flower that they esteem so much. 
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And then out goes his hand, down goes his head, 
Swallows his spittle, frizzles his beard, and then 
to ne : 
"Pardonnez moi, mistress Mathea, 
If I be bold to mack so bold met you, 
Think it go will dat spur me dus up you : 
Dan cast neit off so good and true lover, 
Madame Celestura de la (I know not what) 
Do oft pray to God dat me vould love her :" 
And then he reckons a catalogue of names, 
Of such as love him, and yet cannot get him. 
MAr. Nay, but your monsieur's but a mouse i,, 
cheese, 
Compared with my siomqor. He can tell 
Of lady Venus and her son blind Cupid ; 
Of the fair Scilla, that was lov'd of Glaucus ; 
And yet scorn'd Glaucus, and yet lov'd King 
Minos ; 
Yet Minos ],ated her, and yet she holp him. 
Aud yet he scorn'd her; yet she kill'd her father 
To do him good ; yet he could not abide her. 
Nay, he'll be bawdy, too, in his discourse, 
-.knd when he is so, he will take my hand, 
And tickle the palm, wink with his one eye, 
Gape with his mouth, and 
LAt. And, hold thy tongue, I prythee : here' 
my father. 

]:'nter ISARO, LVARO, VANDAL, DELION, HAI',VEY. 
WALGRAVE ad HEIGIIAM. 

Ps. Unmannerly, untaught, unnurtur'd rls ! 
Do I bring gentlemen, my very friends, 
To feast with me, to revel at my house, 
That their good likings may be set on you, 

' This story had become familiar in consequence of T. 
Lodge's "Scilla's Metamorphosis," t, rmted in1589. 
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se Englese sprek vel, ie sel her fader seg how is to 
pass gecomen. 

.Etter PISARO. 

ALV. :Ne parlate : see here, signors, de father. 
Pxs. Now, friends, now, gentlemen, how speeds 
your work  
Have you not found them shrewd, unhappy girls ? 
VAN. Master Pisaro, de dochter Maistris Lau- 
rentia, call de dyel, den ass, for dat ic can neit Eng- 
lish spreken. 
ALv. And dat we sal no parlar, dat we sal no 
havar dem for de wive. 
PIS. Are they so lusty? Dare they be so proud ? 
Well, I shall find a time to meet with them :  
In the mean season, pray, frequent my house. 

.Enter FRISCO, runnin]. 
Ho ! now, sirrah, whither are you running? 
Fins. About a little tiny business. 
PIs. Vhat business, ass ? 
Fr, Is. Indeed I was not sent to you, and yet I 
was sent after the three gen'men that dined here, 
to bid them come to our house at ten o'clock at 
night, when you were abed. 
PIS, Ha ! what is this ? . Can this be true ? 
What, art thou sure the wenches bad them come ? 
FRIS. So they said, unless their minds be changed 
since; for a woman is like a weathercock, they 
say, and I am sure of no more than I am certain 
of. But I'll go in and bid them send you word, 
whether they shall come or no. 
PIs. No, sirrah, stay you here. But one word 
more : 

 To be e,'en with them. 

VOL. X. 2 K 
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Did they appoint them come one by one, or else 
Altogether ? 
Fr.is. Altogether ! Lord, that such a young man 
as you should have no more wit ! Why, if they 
should come together, one could not make room 
for them; but coming one by one, they'll stand 
there, if there were twenty of them. 
Pxs. How this news glads me, and revives my 
soul ! 
How say you, sirs ? What, will you have a jest 
Worth the telling ; nay. worth "the acting ? 
I have it, gentlemen--I have it, friends. 
ALV. Signor Pisaro, I pray de gTatia wat manner 
sal we have ? wat will the parlar ? what bon do you 
know, Si-nor Pisaro, diche di noi, Signor Pisaro  
PIS. 0, that youth so sweet 
So soon should turn to age ! Were I as you, 
Why, this were sport alone for me to do. 
Hark ye, hark ye. Here my man 
Saith that the girls have sent for Master Heigham 
And his two friends :_ I "know they love them 
dear, 
And therefore wish them late at night be here, 
To revel with them. Will you have a jest, 
To work my will and give your longings rest ? 
Why then laster Vandal and you two 
Shal soon at midnight come, as they should do, 
And court the wenches ; and to be unknown, 
And taken for the men whom they alone 
So much affect, each one shall change his name : 
:Master Vandal, you shall take Heigham, and you 
Young Harvey, and :Monsieur Delion, Ned, 
And under shadows be of substance sped. 
How like you this de,rice ? how think you of it ? 
DEL. 0 de brave, de galliard devise: me sal 
come by de nite and contrefaire de Anglois gen- 
tlehommes--dites-nous ainsi, Monsieur Pisaro ? 
PIs. You are in the right, sir. 
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Enter PISARO. 

Pis. How favourable heaven and earth is seen 
To grace the mirthful complot that is laid ! 
:Night's candles burn obscure, and the pale moon, 
Favouring our drift, lies buried in a cloud. 
I can but smile to see the simple girls, 
Hoping to have their sweethearts here to-night, 
Tickled with extreme joy, laugh in my face ; 
:But when they find the strangers in their steads, 
They'll change their note, and sing another song. 
Where be these girls here ! what ! to bed, to bed 
Maudlin, make fast the doors, rake up the fire. 

Enter the three Sisters.  

God's me ! 'tis nine o'clock ! hark, Bow-bell rings. 
Some look down below, and see who knocks. 
[ Knockilg. 
And hark you, girls, settle your hearts at rest, 
And full resolve you, that to-morrow morn 
You must be wed to such as I prefer ; 
I mean Alvaro and his other friends. 
Let me no more be troubled with your nays : 
You shall do what I'll have, and so resolve. 

Enter MOORE. 

Welcome, Master Moore, welcome. 
What wind, a God's name, drives you forth so late 
Ioortu. Faith, sir, I am come to trouble you : 
My wife this present night is brought to bed. 
Pro. To bed '! and what lath God sent you ? 
3[OORE. A jolly girl, sir. 

 The re-entrance of the Sisters is not marked in the 
oldest edition. 
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your bangling a good while longer than I would 
have bee,,. 
Fr, xs. Ah, ah! How is this? Is not this 
Crutched Friars? Tell me. I'll hold a crown 
they gave me so much wine at the tavern, that I 
am drunk, and "know not on't. [Aside. 
H'. My Dutchman's out his compass and his 
card ; 
He's reck'ning what wind hath drove him hither. 
I'll swear he thinks never to see Pisaro's. 
FInis. 1h'ay, 'tis so ; I am sure drunk. Soft, let 
me see, what was I about? O, now I have it : I 
must go to my master's house and counterfeit the 
Dutchman, and get my young mistress. Well, and 
I must turn on my left hand, for I have forgot the 
way quite and clean. [_Aside.] Fare de well, good 
friend; I am a simple Dutchman, I. [Exit Faiseo. 
HEmm Fair weather after you: and now, my 
lads, 
Have I no. played my part as I should do ? 
HA. 'Twas well, 'twas well. But now, let' 
cast about, 
To set these woodcocks farther from the house, 
And afterwards return unto our girls. 
WAL. Content, content. Come, come, make 
haste. [Exeunt. 

nerLVARO. 

ALV. I go and turn, and dan I come to dis 
plashe, I can no tell waer, and sal do I can no tell 
war. Tara by the pump ? I pump it fair. 

Enter DELION. 
DEL. BIe aller, end aller, and can no come to 
Croche Friar 
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:DEL. /kS', dat me sal, monsieur gentlehomme,. 
and give you tanks. 
Fins. And, Monsieur Alvaro, I shall lead you 
such a jaunt that you shall scarce give me thanks 
for. [Ai,le.] Come, sirs, follow me. How for a 
dirty puddle, the pissing conduit, or a great post, 
that might turn these two from asses to oxen by 
kn.ocking their horns to their foreheads. 
ALV. Where be de now, signor ? 
Fr,s. Even where you will, signor, for I know 
not. Soft, I smell : O pure nose ! 
:DEL. What do you smell ? 
FRts. I have the scent of London stone as full 
in my nose, as Abchurch Lane of mother Wall's 
pasties. Sirs, feel about : I smell London stone. 
/kLV. What be dis ? 
Fr, Is. Soft, let me see; feel, I should say, for I 
cutmot see. O lads, pray for my life, for we are 
almost at Crutched Friars. 
YOEL. Dat's good : but what be dis post  
FRIS. This post? why, 'tis the Maypole on I T 
Bridge going to Westminster. 
DvL. Ho[w,] Westminster[ how come we to 
Westminster ? 
Fr, IS. "Why, on your legs, fools : how should you 
go ? Soft, here's another; O, now I know indeed 
where I am. We are now at the farthest end of 
Shoreditch ; for this is the Maypole. 
:DEL. Shoreditch? O Die! dere be some 
naughty ting, some spirit do lead us. 
Fr, IS. You say true, sir, for I am afeard your 
French spirit is up so far already, that you brought 
me this way, because you would find a charm for 
it at the :Blue Boar in the spiral. But sofL who 
comes here ? 

Eter a ]ELL-IAN. 

:BEL. Maids in your smocks, 
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strange nowadays; but it is an old-said saw, 
honours change manners. 
FRIs. Good-man Butterick, will you walk afore  
Come, honest friends, will you go to our house l 
DEL. Oui, Monsieur Frisco. 
ALV. Si, Signor Frisco. 

SCENE II. 

Enle" VANDAL. 

VAN. O de skellum Frisco, ic welt neit waer ic 
be, ic go and hit my nose op dit post, and ic go and 
hit my nose.op dandern post. O de villain ! Well, 
waer ben c now. Haw laet sein is dut neit 
Croche Friar, ya seker so ist and dit Mester 
Pisaro's huis. O de good shaunce ! well, ic sal now 
have de wenche. Laurentia, Mestris Laurentia ! 

ffer LAURENTIA, ]'ARINA, .-ATtIEA, above. 

hIXr,. Who's there ? BIaster Harvey ? 
BIATH. Iaster WaloTave $ 
LAUR. Iaster Heigham ? 
YAN. Ya, my love, herc be ]Iester Hegham, your 
groot frind. 
MAR. How, Master Heigham, my oToot frinde  
Out, alas ! here's one of the strangers. 
LAUR. Peace, you mammet! let's see which it 
is. We may chance teach him a strange trick for 
his learning. Iaster Heigham, what wind drives 
you to our house so late ? 
VAN. O my lief mes-ldn, de love tol you be so 
oot, dat it bring me out my bed voor you. 
IATII. Ha, ha ! we know the ass by his ears : it 
is the Dutchman. What shall we do with him ? 
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LAun. Peace! let lfim not know that you are 
here. Master Heigham, if you will stay awhile, 
that I may see if my father be asleep, and I'll make 
means we may come together. 
VAN. Dat sal ic, my loove. Is dit no well cou,- 
terfet? I speak so like Mester Heigham, as 'tis 
possible. 
LAura. Well, what shall we do with this lubber-- 
Lover, I should say ? 
MATH. What shall we do with him ? 
Why, crown him with a 
bIAr,. Fie, slut! :No, we'll use him cleanlier. 
You know we have never a sign at the door : would 
not the jest prove current to make the Dutchmau 
supply that want. 
LAt;r,. Nay, the fool will cry out, and so wake 
my father. 
MAT[. Why, then we'll cut the rope and cast 
him down. 
LAura. And so jest out a hanging. Let's rather 
draw lfim up in the basket, and so starve him to 
death this frosty night. 
MAR. In sadness, well-advised. Sister, do you 
hold him in talk, and we'll provide it the whilst. 
LAUR. Go to, then. Master Heigham, 0 sweet 
Master H eigham ! 
Doth my father think that his unkdndness 
Can part you and poor Lmrentia ? No, no, 
I have ibund a drift to bring you to my chamber, 
If you have but the heart to venture it. 
VAN. Ventre? sal ic go to de sea, and be de sea. 
and o'er de sea, and in de sea, voor my sweet 
love. 
LAuR. Then you dare go into a basket ? for I 
know no other means to enjoy your company than- 
so, for my father hath the keys of the door. 
YA'. Sal ic climb up tot you ? sal ic fly up tot 
you ? sal ic ? what sed" ? 
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.Xow, afore God, my heart is passing light, 
That I have overreach'd the Englishmen. 
Ha, ha ! Master Vandal, many such nights 
Will 'suage your big-swoll'n bulk, aml make it lank. 
When I was young--yet though my hairs be grey, 
I have a young man's spirit to the death, 
And can as nimbly trip it with a rl 
As those which fold the spring-tide in theh" beards. 
Lord, how the very thought of former times 
Supl)les these near-dried limbs with activeness ! 
Well, thoughts are shadows, sooner lost than seen. 
.Xow to my daughters and their merry night. 
I hope Alvaro and his company 
Have read to them moral philosophy, 
And they are full with it. Here I'll stay, 
And tarry, till my gallant youths come forth. 

'nter HARVEY, "t, VALGRAVE, and HEIGtIAM. 
HEI(H. You madman, wild-oats, madcap! 
where art thou ? 
WAL. Here afore. 
HAm O, 'ware what love is! hTed hath found 
the scent ; 
Aml if the coney chance to miss her borough, 
She's overborne, i' faith ; she cannot stand it. 
Ps. I know that voice, or I am much deceived. 
HEIGH. Come, wlly loiter we ? this is the door. 
But soft ; here's one asleep. 
VAL. Come, let me feel. 
O, 'tis some rogue or other : spurn him, spurn him. 
HAm Be not so wilful, prythee : let him lie. 
HEron. Come back, come back ; for we are past 
the house : 
Yonder's Mathea's chamber with the light. 
PIS. Yell, fare a head, or I had been descried. 
God's me! what makes the youngsters here so 
late? 
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WAL. This works like wax. Now, ere to-mor- 
row day, 
If you two ply it but as well as I, 
We'll work our lands out of Pisaro's daughters, 
And cancel all our bonds in their great bellies. 
When the slave knows it, how the rogue will 
curse ! 
3I.Trt. Sweetheart. 
WAL. Mat. 
3IaTtI. Where art thou ? 
PIs. Here. 
3IATH. 0 Jesus ! here's our father. 
VAL. The devil he is ! 
H... Master Pisaro, twenty times good morr-w, 
Pro. Good-morrow  now, I tell you, gentlemen, 
You wrong and move my patience overmuch. 
What, will you rob me, kill me, cut my throat, 
And set mine own blood here against me too ? 
You huswives, baggages, or what is worse. 
Wilful, stubborn, [and] disobedient ! 
Use it not, gentlemen ; abuse me not, 
Newgate hath room, there's law enough in Eng- 
land. 
HEIGH. ]e ot so testy ; hear what we can say. 
PIs. Will you be wiv'd ? first learn to keep a 
wife : 
Learn to be thrifty, learn to keep your lands, 
And learn to pay your debts too, I advise, else 
V.t. What else ? what lands ? what debts ? 
what will you do ? 
Have you our land in mortgage for your money . 
Nay, since 'tis so, we owe you not a penny. 
Fret not, fume not, never bend the brow : 
You take ten in the hundred more than law. 
We can complaiuextortion--simony-- 
Newgate hath room, there's law enough in Eng- 
land. 
HEIGIL Prythee, have done. 
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For any wenches they had hit upon. 
Good morrow or # den.  t kuow not whether. 
DEL 3I,_,nsieur La Mouche, what mack you out 
de hui so late ! 

Enter PISARO 

PI What, what, young men and slug-n'ds ? 
fie for shame ! 
You trifle time at home about vain toyg 
Whilst other in the meantime steal your bride. 
I tell you, sir, the Engli-h gentlemen 
Had well-nigh mated you and me, and all 
The doors were open, and the -irl abroad : 
Their sweethearts ready to receive them, too : 
And gone, foroth, they had been, had not I 
I think by revelation) topp'd their flight. 
But I have coop'd them up, and o rill keep them. 
But. sirrah Frisco, where's the man I sent for  
Whose cloak have you got there ! How now ! 
Where's Vandal ! 
FRIS. Forsooth, he it not here : Mater Mendall. 
you mean, do you not ! 
PLy. Why, l'o%,c rhead, him I sent for; where i 
he . 
Where ha-t thou been ! How hast thou spent thy 
time ! 
Did I not send thee to my son Vandal ! 
F,L. Ay, Monsieur _[endalL Why, forsooth, 
I vas at hi chamber, and ve were coming hither- 
ward, and ho was very hot, and bad me carry hi 
cloak ; and I no oner had it. but he (being very 
light) firk me down on the left hand, and I turn'l 
down on the left hand, and  Iot  
PLy. Why, then you turn'd tother, a ! 
'RIS. _XO, d_r, we never saw one another -q_nce. 

[Even.] 
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PIS. Why, turn'd you not both on the left hand l 
Fr, IS. No, forsooth : we turned both on the left 
hand. 
PIs. Heyday ! Vv'hy, yet you went both together. 
Fr, Is. Ah, no ! we went clean contrary, one from 
another. 
PIs. Why, dolt---why, patch--why, ass, on which 
hand turned ye ? 
FIs. Alas, alas ! I cannot tell, forsooth : it was 
so dark I could not see on which hand we turned ; 
but I am sure we turned one way. 
PIS. Was ever creature plagued with such a dolt ? 
My son Vandal now hath lost himself, 
And shall all night go straying 'bout the town ; 
Or meet with some strange watch that knows him 
not, 
And all by such an arrant ass as this ! 
ANTH. NO, no, you may soon smell the Dutch- 
man's lodging. 
Now for a figureOut, alas ! what's yonder ? 
PIs. Where ? 
Fr, Is. Heyday! heyday! a basket? It turns, 
ho! 
Pis. Peace, ye villain, and let's see who's there  
Go, look about the house! Where are our wea- 
pons ? 
What might this mean ? 
FIs. Look, look, look ! There's one in it ; he 
peeps out. 
Is there ne'er a stone here to hurl at his nose ? 
PisA. qat, wouldst thou break my windows 
with a stone ? 
How now, who's there ? who are you, sir ? 
FIs. Look, he peeps out again! O, it's ]Ion- 
sieur Mendall, it's hlonsieur Mendall. How got he 
up thither ? 
PIs. What, my son Vandal ! how comes this to 
pass ? 
VOL. X. 2 M 
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And in the morning forward with your marriage. 
Come on, my sons ; sirrah, fetch up more wood. 
[Exeunt. 

ACT V., SCENE 1. 

Fnter the three Sisters. 

LAUR. 
leh. 

LAUR. Nay, never weep, Marina, for the matter ; 
Tears are but si&qas of SoITow, helping not. 
MXR. Would it not mad one to be crossed as I, 
Being in the very height of my desire 1 
The strangers frustrate all ; our true loves come, 
Nay more, even at the door, and Harvey's arms 
Spread as a rainbow, ready to receive me, 
knd then my father meet us. O God ! O God ! 
MATH. Weep who that list for me, i' faith, not I, 
Though I am youngest, yet my stomach's great. 
h'or 'tis not father, friends, nor any one, 
Shall make me wed the man I cannot love. 
I31 have my will in faith ; i' faith, I will. 
LAUR. Let us determine, sisters, what to do. 
My father means to wed us in the morning, 
And therefore something must be thought upon. 
MAP,. We'll to our father, and so know his mind, 
Ay, and his reason too : we are no fools, 
Or babies neither, to be fed with words. 
LAtin. Aeed, agreed : but who shall speak for 
all ? 
SLOTH. I will. 
3IAR. No, I. 
Thou wilt not speak for crying. 
Yes, yes, I warrant you ; that humour's 

Be I but mov'd a little, I shall speak, 
And anger him, I fear, ere I have done. 
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]nter ANTHONY. 
ALL. Whom Anthony, our friend, our school- 
master  
.ov help us, gentle Athony, or never. 
ANT. What ! is your hasty running chang'd to 
prayer  
Say, where were you going ? 
LAva. Even to our father, 
T know what he intends to do with us. 
ANTH. 'Tis bootless, trust me ; for he is resolv'd 
To marry you to 
MA. The strangers ? 
ANT. I' faith, he is. 
MATH. Faith, he shall not. 
Frenchman, be sure we'll pluck a crow together, 
:Before you force me give my hand at church. 
La. Come to our father: speech this comfort 
finds, 
That we may scold out grief, and ease our minds. 
ANTII. Stay, stay, Marina, and advise you better. 
It is not force, but policy must serve. 
The doors are lock'd : your father keeps the key ; 
Wherefore unpossible to 'scape away : 
Yet have I plotted, and devis'd a drift 
To frustrate your intended marriages, 
And give you full possession of your joys. 
Laurentia, ere the morning's light appear, 
You must play Anthony in my disguise. 
MATH. ] Anthony, what of us ? What shall we 
hIAR. )" wear ? 
ANTH. Soft, SO{t, you are too forward, girls, I 
swear, 
For you some other drift de4s'd must be : 
One shadow for a substance ; this is she,-- 
'ay, weep not, sweets, repose upon my care, 
For all alike, or good or bad, shall share. 
You will have Harvey, you Heigham, and you .Ned. 
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You shall haveall your wish, or be I dead ; 
For sooner may one day the sea lie still, 
Than once restrain a woman of her will. 
ALL. Sweet Anthony, how shall we 'quite thy 
hire ? 
AITH. INTot gifts, but your contentments I desire : 
To help my countrymen I cast about, 
For strangers' loves blaze fresh, but soon burn out. 
Sweet rest dwell here, and frightful fear abjure : 
These eyes shall va.ke to make your rest secure j 
For ere again dull night the dull eyes charms, 
Each one shall fold her husband in her arms ; 
Which if it chance, we may avouch it still, 
Women and maids will always have their will. 
[ Exemff. 

SCENE II. 

and FRISCO. 

t'Is. Are wood and coals brought up to make 
a fire ? 
Is the meat spitted, ready to lie dona ? 
For bake-meats I'll have none, the world's too 
haM. 
There's geese, too, now I remember me ; 
Bid Maudlin lay the giblets in paste. 
Here's nothing thought upon, but what I do. 
Stay, Frisco, see who rings : look to the door, 
Let none come in, I charge, were he my father. 
lEa'it FRIsco. 
I'll k.ee.p them, whilst I have them. Frisco, who 
s t ? IRe-enter FRIscO. 
Fs. She is come, in faith. 
PIs. Who is come ? 
FRs. Iistress Sushance, Mistress Moore's 
daughter. 
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PIs. Mistress Susan, ass  O, she must come in. 
FaIs. Hang him, if he keep out a wench : 
If the wench keep not out him, so it is. 

Pro. Welcome, Mistress Susan, welcome. 
I little thought you would have come to-night ; 
But welcome (trust me) are you to my house. 
What, doth your mother mend ? doth she recover t 
I promise you, I am sorry for her sickness. 
W.J.. She's better than she was, I thank God 
for it. 
Ps. :Now, afore God, she is a sweet, smug gdrl ! 
One might do good on her; the flesh is frail, 
Man hath infirmity, and such a bride 
Were able to change age to hog desire. 
Hark you, sweetheart : 
To-morrow are my daughters to he wed, 
I pray you, take the pains to go with them. 
WAL. If, sir, you'll give me leave, I'll wait on 
them. 
Pts. Yes, marry, shall you, and a thousand 
thanks : 
Such company as you my daughters want ; 
Maids must gTace maids when they are marl'ie,l. 
Is't not a merry life, think'st thou, to wed, 
For to embrace, and to he embrac'd abed. 
WAL. I know not what you mean, sir. 
Here's an old ferret, pole-cat. [.1 sixle. 
Ps. You may do, if you'll follow mine advice. 
I tell thee, mouse, I knew a wench as nice. 
Well, she's at rest, poor soul, I mean my wife : 
That thought (alas ! good heart) love was a toy, 
UntiI--well, that time is gone and pass'd away 
But why speak I of this ? Hark ye, sweeting, 
There's more in wedlock than the name can show ; 
And now (by'r Lady) you are ripe in years. 
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Think but what joy is near your bed-fellow : 
Such may be yours. Take counsel of your pillow : 
To-morrow we'll talk more ; and so good night, 
Think what is said may be, if all hit right. 
Wtr. What, have I pass'd the pikes ? knows he 
not Ned ? 
I think I have deserved Ms daughter's bed. 
ANTtt. 'Tis well, 'tis well: but this let me re- 
quest, 
You keep unknown, till you be laid to rest : 
Aml then a good hand speed you. 
WAL. Tut, ne'er far me, 
We two abed shall uever disaee. 
[.,xeot ANTHONY ad VALGRAVE. 
Fs. I have stood still all this while, and could 
not speak for laughing. Lord! what a dialogm 
hath there been between age and youth. You 
good on her? even as much as my Dutchman will 
do on my young mistress. ]Lster, follow my 
counsel, then; send for Master Heigham to help 
him, for I'll lay my cap to twopence that he will 
be asleep to-morrow at uight, when he shouhl go 
to bed to her. Marry, for the Italian, lie is of 
another humour, for there will be no dealings with 
him till midnight; for he must slaver all the 
wenches in the house at parting, or he is nobody. 
He bath been but a little while at our house, yet 
in that small time lie hath licked more grease front 
our Maudlin's lips than n-oald have served London 
kitchenstuff this twelvemonth. Yet, for my money, 
well thre the Frenchman ! 0, he is a forward lad, 
for he'll no sooner come from the church but he'll 
fly to the chamber ; why, he'li read his lesson so 
often in the daytime, that at night, like an apt 
scholar, he'll be ready to sell his old book to buy 
him a new. O, the generations of languages that 
our house will bring forth[ why, every bed will 
have a proper speech to himself, and have the 
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Trust me, your early stirring makes me muse, 
Is it to me your business ? 
BROWN. Even to yourself. 
I come, I think, to bring you welcome news. 
Pts. And welcome news more welcome makes 
the bringer. 
Speak, speak, good Master Brown, I long to hoar 
them. 
BRowN. Then this it is. Young Harvey, ]at 
last night, 
Full weak and sickly came unto his lodging. 
From whence this sudden malady proceeds 
'Tis all uncertain ; the doctors and his friends 
Affirm his health is unrecoverable. 
Young Heigham and hTed Walgrave lately left him. 
And 1 came hither to inform you of it. 
Ps. Young Master Harvey sick ? Now, afore 
God, 
The news bites near the bone ; for, should he die, 
His living mortgaged would he redeem'd, 
For not these three months doth the bond bear dat, ! 
Die now  Marry, God in heaven defend it ! 
0 my sweet lands, lose thee ? nay, lose my life ! 
And which is worst, I dare not ask mine own, 
For I take two-and-twenty in the hundred, 
When the law gives but ten. But should he live, 
He careless would have left the debt unpaid, 
Then had the lands been mine, Pisaro's own : 
Mine, mine own land, mine own possession ! 
BROWN. ]NTay, hear me out. 
PIs. You're out too much already, 
Unless you give him life, and me his land. 
BROWN. Vrhether 'tis love to you, or to your 
daughter, 
I know not certain ; but the gentleman 
Hath made a deed of gift of all his lands 
Unto your beauteous daughter, fair Marina. 
Ps. tin ! say that word again, say it again ! 
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You're loth that Susan should be held a sluggard. 
What, man, 'twas late before she went to bed, 
And therefore time enough to rise again. 
MOORE. Master Pisaro, do you flout your friends  
I well perceive, if I had troubled you, 
I should have had it in my dish ere now. 
Susan lie here  I'm sure when I came forth, 
I left her fast asleep in bed at home. 
'Tis more than neighb,Jurhood to use me thus. 
PIs. Abed at your house  tell me I am mad. 
Did not I let her in a-doors myself, 
Spoke to her, talk'd with her, and canvass'd with 
her 
And yet she lay not here ! What say you, sirrah ? 
_NTH. She did, she did: I brought her to her 
chamber. 
MOORE. I say he lies, that saith so, in his throat. 
ANTI-I. Mass, now I remember me, I lie indeed. 
PIS. O, how this frets me! Frisco, what say 
you  
FRIS. What say I ? Marry, I say, if she lay 
not here, there was a familiar in her likeness  for 
I am sure my master and she were so familiar to- 
gether, that he had ahnost shot the gout out of his 
toes' ends to make the wench believe he had one 
trick of youth iu him. Yet no I remember me, 
she did nt lie here; and the reason is, because 
she doth lie here, and is now abed with Mistress 
Mathea: witness whereof I have set to my hand 
and seal, and mean presently to fetch her. 
[Exit FRIsco. 
PIS. Do so, Frisco. Gentlemen an,l friends, 
Now shall you see how I aln wrong'd by him. 
Lay she not here  I think the world's grown wise : 
Plain folks, as I, shall not know how to live. 

.Enter FRISCO. 
FRIS. She comes, she comes ! a hall, a hall 
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